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getting  t«>  P oint 

Russell  Walker 


Mark  Twain  once  said  of  one  of  his  books  (and  this  is  a warning,  I think)  that  “persons 
attemphng  to  find  a plot  in  it  will  be  shot.”  I guess  some  writers  think  that  there  are  just  some  sto- 
ries that  don't  have  a point,  or  a purpose,  or  even  a single  reason  for  existing.  Then  again,  some 
would  argue  that  it's  precisely  a story's  lack  of  a point  that  gives  it  a point.  Point  being:  having  no 
point  is  the  point.  Get  die  point?  Personally,  I'Ve  always  thought  diat  everything  has  a meaning, 
a purpose,  or  a reason  to  exist.  I've  gotten  involved  in  some  pretty  pointed  arguments  over  the 
matter  . . . 

You  see,  while  I diink  all  stories  really  have  a point,  others  tell  me  that  sometimes  a point- 
less story  is  just  a poindess  story.  I usually  just  brush  it  off  and  ask,  “So,  what's  your  point?” 

They  say:  We  point  to  the  point  that  a story  need  not  have  a point. 

I say:  Then,  without  a point,  why  would  the  author  write  it? 

To  make  money. 

So,  then  die  point  in  not  having  a point  is  to  mask  the  fact  diat  his  or  her  point  is  to  make 
money?  That’s  die  point. 

Yes,  diat  is  the  point. 

Well,  that  IS  a point. 

Point  taken. 

So,  you  get  the  point? 

What's  your  point? 

My  point  is  that  some  stories  which  DON'T  have  a point  DO  have  a point. 

Isn't  diat  beside  die  point? 

No,  diat  IS  the  point! 

This  is  poindess! 

That's  precisely  the  point! 

Well,  what's  the  point  in  wasting  our  time? 

To  prove  a point,  or  lack  diereof  ~ for  an  author  can  purposely  lack  a point  to  mask  the 
point  diat  his  only  point  is  pointing  towards  wasting  the  reader's  time. 

What  would  be  die  point  of  diat? 

The  point  would  be  to  mask  the  point  that  he  has  no  point  diat  he  is  pointing  to  because 
his  story  is  simply  poindess. 

So  die  point  is  poindess? 

Somewhere  around  diis  point  I usually  have  to  quit,  since  my  brain  has  melted  and  slid 
out  my  ears.  After  that  we  typically  just  stare  at  each  other,  confused  as  hell,  silendy  wondering  - 
What  the  hell  was  the  point  of  all  that!? 

You  know  what?  Some  stories  really  are  poindess. 
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rreemont 


Jason  Little 
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Defiriticns:  Lcve  antf 
Carriage,  Mme  ancf  Agai^ 

Russell  Walker 

love  \ n 1 : 

Hell  on  Earth 
Bottled  in  Heaven  : 

SERVED  TO  YOUR  HEARTS  CONTENT 

mar-riage  \ n 1 : 

Stepping  on  crushed  rose  petals 

Made  of  skiined  glass  and  jade  and  mai  ble  cake  : 

RIGHT  FOOT  FORWARD 

time  \ n 1 : 

A blind  old  medicine  man  making  house  chills 
Black  hag  stuffed  mth  rusW  doorknobs  and  broken  hearts 
A ruddy  scalpel  in  one  hand,  key  shaped,  to  open  old  wounds 
Imisible  tliread  in  the  otlier,  to  suture  new  ones  : 

NO  ESCAPE 

again  \ adv  1 : 

Riding  a Ferris  Wheel  propped  on  a pier  over  the  mirror  of  a black-lacquered  lake 
Round  and  round,  in  a cage,  hands  on  lap,  attendant  dead,  slumped  on  die  switch 
Widi  neon  lights  a swirling  blaze  and  snow  stepping  in  and  out  of  darkness 
Falling,  failing  into  night  like  wandering  thoughts  : 

ONE  MORE  TIME 
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Ut  c 

John  Hankiewicz 
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David  John  Simcik 


Heart-P  erfjcle 


David  John  Simcik 
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Tl^e  Deep  Enc[ 

Christopher  Schmitt 


12 


^oroent 


in 


Thomas  Ferguson 


I 

An  old  ghost  rose  to  sweep  and  tidy  up  an  empty  apartment  one  morning. 

A girl,  blonde-haired,  swatted  the  sunlight  from  her  eyes  and  threw  her  legs  over  the  side 
of  a double  bed,  hesitant  to  faee  the  winter's  cold. 

II 

"It's  a second  chance  world.  There  is  no  thing  as  perpetual  innocence;  the  key  to  perma- 
nence is  dilution.  Then  again,  I could  he  self-sbsorbed." 

Those  were  tlie  thoughts  w afting  above  tlie  young  man's  head  as  he  squeezed  his  w ay 
through  the  Greyhound  station.  The  terminal  was  crowded  and  musty,  thick  with  the  smell  of 
bodies  and  impatience.  It  would  be  assumed  by  the  number  of  lluorescent  lights  in  the  ceiling 
that  this  was  meant  to  be  a w'ell-lit  and  safe  place,  but  one  could  also  infer  by  the  number  of  diese 
lamps  still  working  diat  light  and  safet\^  w^ere  attributes  long  ago  neglected.  Like  the  Red  Sea,  the 
crowd  of  w aiting  men  and  w omen  collectively  leaned  back  in  their  attempts  to  relax,  exposing  a 
trail  to  the  one  illuminated  space  in  the  murk,  a small  convenience  store,  packaged  in  a corner  of 
tlie  terminal.  He  was  casual  in  die  shop,  briefly  leafing  dirough  the  racks  of  tabloids  before 
approaching  the  formica  counter,  and  die  tall  Greek  standing  behind  it. 

Looking  up,  as  he  w^asn't  die  fcillest  of  men,  he  asked,  "Cmi  I just  get  a pack  of  Lucky  Strikes?" 

-"Filter  or  no?" 

-"Wliatever.  Whatever  you've  got  too  many  of." 

-Widi  a quizzical  look,  "Sure.  Tw^o  forty  five." 

He  handed  the  Greek  a bill  and  stuffed  two  dollars  in  his  pocket.  Holding  his  change  in  a 
fist  in  front  of  him,  he  walked  to  a homeless  man  lost  in  his  own  doubt  md  confusion,  and 
dropped  the  change  into  the  man's  hand.  "How  are  you  doing?"  he  asked  as  he  sat  down  next  to 
the  man. 

-"Fine." 

-Pulling  out  a book,  and  under  his  breath,  'Just  fine." 

A tinny  female  voice  advised  the  masses  that  the  next  bus  to  Chicago  wnuld  be  taking  pas- 
sengers in  five  minutes.  The  young  man's  chin  rose,  eyes  lifted  from  his  book,  a fable  of  indeci- 
pherable Aesop,  and  widi  a heave,  he  was  walking  towards  the  buses,  into  die  diiii  air  acute 
widi  gasoline  vapours,  outside.  13 


The  line  outside  this  next  bus  to  Chicago  had  bcu  ely  formed,  skeletal  in  contrast  to  die 
din  of  die  lobb\',  and  die  o\  erhead  light  illuminated  die  lone  man's  features.  (A  few  fidgets  of  the 
electriciU'  caused  a flicker  or  two.)  His  face  was  built  slighdy  clumsily,  yet  not  \ridiout  an  enibn- 
onic  grace,  as  if  formed  by  die  stubb>'  fingers  of  a child  Rodin.  His  ears  were  rather  lai'ge  for  his 
head,  but  not  o\  erbeai'ing  ivhen  combined  \iith  his  radier  large  nose  and  radier  large  lips.  His 
e>'es  were  cutting  and  chilly,  small  slh’ers  of  ocean  as  iris;  indeed,  his  face  spoke  of  burgeoning 
\Cth  somediing,  undefined  but  neaiing  completion.  The  portrait  was  finished  by  stubble  border- 
ing beard,  and  die  slight  hint  of  an  amused  smile.  He  wasn't  tall  but  not  short  eidier;  neidier  slen- 
der nor  stocky.  The  gi'e>’  sports  jacket  and  ti  ousers  he  ivore,  spotted  \iidi  mud,  blended  into  die 
e\'ening's  bleakness.  If  it  ivere  not  for  his  e}^es,  one  could  sum  up  his  appearance  as  'nondescript'. 

\Miile  many  people  go  dirough  dieir  li\'es  longing  to  be  beautiful,  to  be  notewordi\',  die 
young  man  appreciated  this  nondescript  qualit>\  No  unnecessan'  attention,  no  unnecessaix’  action. 

The  door  to  die  bus  simiig  open,  and  his  features  were  again  obscured  as  he  left  die 
incandescent  halo  and  approached  die  door. 

The  \’oung  man  chose  a seat  in  die  middle  of  die  compai'tment  and  slid  across  to  rest  his 
cheek  on  die  windoiv.  He  was  most  ob\ioush'  fighting  sleep,  his  eyes  hea\x"  \iith  die  da>''s  nionot- 
om'.  In  his  slight  delirium,  his  lips  began  to  move,  half  formed  words  escaping. 

-"r\'e  been  sleeping  more  and  dreaming  less; 

-"Probabh'  due  to  lack  of  drugs  I guess; 

-"If  I'm  on  die  stand  I wouldn't  think  to  confess 

-".All  this  air  between  us." 

Gibberish,  but  nonetheless  it  brought  a childish  grin  to  his  iiiosdy  sleeping  face. 

"That  was  a veiv'  nice  little  song  of  }'ours,"  a voice  to  his  right  informed  him. 

The  \ oice's  scent  ivas  diat  of  a decade  of  chain-smoking,  followed  by  a yeai''s  cessation, 
die  iiiemon'  of  tobacco  fore^'er  lodged  in  her  blue  wool-coat.  The  lines  on  her  broad  forehead 
and  eyelids  and  cheeks  said  somediing  of  a thousand  excesses;  most  of  these  excessive  attempts 
to  end  her  excess.  The  depression  in  die  seat  caused  by  her  weight  leaned  the  man  a degi'ee  or  so 
towai'ds  her,  as  if  imphing  her  wish  for  attention. 

.\lread>'  as  these  words  were  drawing  him  in  from  sleep,  he  could  feel  die  movement  of 
die  bus,  and  die  woman  who  had  sat  herself  down  next  to  him.  "My  name's  Deanna;  how^  are  you?" 

-"It  would  be  nice  to  be  a bird  and  just  dy  home.  This  bus  is  so  cramped  I can  hai'dly 
breadie.  It's  like  I have  a \'ague  understanding  of  wiiat  a claustrophobic  feels.  Or  maybe  a saidine." 

-Midi  a smile,  "I  used  to  be  one." 

-He  returns  the  smile.  "A  sardine?" 

-Patronizingh',  "No,  a claustrophobic.  Three  years  ago  I wouldn't  have  been  able  to  look  at 
diis  bus.  Now',  well,  just  look  at  where  I am." 

-"Quite  an  accomplishment.  Here  I am,  healthy  and  all,  and  I'm  die  one  complaining. 

C ongratulations . " 

-"Oh  now,  it  w'asn't  an\'thing  to  be  congratulated  over." 

-"Oh  I'm  sure  that  it  ivas.  Probably  quite  a few'  hours  of  therapy  over  time.  I'd  guess,  and 
of  course  die  poiver  to  face  and  overcome  youi'  fears.  Defeating  a demon  like  tiiat  is  ver\'  impressive." 

-"Oh  no,  actually  it  w as  just  a few'  minor  surgeries.  All  I really  overcame  w'as  die  taste  of 
die  food  at  die  hospital."  Smiling. 

-"A...  few  minor  surgeries?  For  claustrophobia.  I didn't  know'  that  diey  could...  perfomi  diat." 
14  -"The>'  were  really  quite  maiv'elous.  Even  offered  to  cure  my  agoraphobia  for  half-price.... 


Couldn't  take  them  up  on  it,  though.  Finances  and  all." 

-"It's  going  to  be  terrible  getting  off  this  bus,  then." 

- "Oh  I know,  but  I'm  saving  everv^  penny  I can.  I hear  that  they  can  even  cure  supersti- 
tious tendencies  with  a few"  snips  of  the  scissors." 

-Confused,  "You're  superstitious?" 

-She  laughs,  "No,  I'm  Protestant." 

-"And  you  feel  this  is  a problem?" 

-"Of  course,  dear!  Just  w^eighing  me  down.  And  for  a couple  of  copays.  I'll  be  both  phobia 
and  dogma-free." 

-"I'll  have  to  look  into  this,  Deanna.  Thanks." 

-"Really?  Wdiat,  can  I ask,  is  your  illness?" 

-"I'm  a robot,  as  it  were." 

-Thinking,  "They  haven't  mentioned  anvthing  for  that  in  their  literature.  But  you  should  at 
least  ask,  they're  really  very-  good.  They  have  a practice  downtowTi." 

The  bulk  of  the  conversation  thankfully  over,  and  the  subde  stutter  of  the  bus  luring  him 
back  to  sleep,  the  man  gentiy  explained  his  need  for  rest,  and  excused  himself  to  recline  against 
the  window.  The  buzzing  of  the  glass  transferred  to  his  jaw-  pulled  him  into  a light  trance,  memo- 
ries of  a lifetime  of  cars  flickering  in  him.  He  instinctually  drew  the  window-  pardy  open,  allowing 
a crisp,  thin  shard  of  cold  air  to  pierce  his  neck.  He  dreamed  of  winters  on  acid,  of  hanging  out 
window"s  to  let  the  smoke  drift  outside.  He  dreamed  of  driving  to  the  eastern  seaboai'd  in  a bor- 
rowed car,  frozen  air  the  only  thing  keeping  him  from  dozing  and  falling  off  die  Appalachians. 

He  dreamed  of  watching  the  sunrise  over  the  Adantic,  w-atching  the  credits  roll,  and  why  he 
decided  to  return.  At  this  question,  he  dreamt  of  a girl,  and  a car  crash,  and  die  bitter  dashing  of 
ambulance  lights.  At  this,  the  warmth  of  the  suspended  sun  brought  him  back  to  the  bus,  and 
back  to  Chicago. 


Ill 

Walking  in  w-hat  could  be  vaguely  described  as  the  warmth  of  the  early  afternoon,  the 
young  man  traveled  down  a road  from  the  Greyhound  station,  all  his  possessions  on  his  person, 
trying  to  recollect  w-hat  it  was  that  he  had  missed  about  the  citv^  Entering  a gate  to  a derelict  park, 
as  close  to  an  oasis  as  he  could  find,  he  stopped  to  light  a cigarette  and  rest. 

Sitting  upon  one  of  his  boxes,  he  noticed  a girl  w alking  with  her  back  to  him  past  the  cen- 
tral cement  fountain.  It  made  him  mildly  content  to  watch  her  stretching  and  enjoving  die  day, 
but  the  suspicion  that  he  knew  her  lent  him  a quiet  panic.  He  quiedy  approached  her,  taking  her 
image  in,  absorbing  her  presence  in  an  attempt  to  place  her  figure,  until  w-hat  he  w-ould  have 
beforehand  deemed  impossible  occurred. 

This  girl,  this  young  woman  before  him,  had  once  been  so  silendy  entangled  in  his  life 
that  he  had  left  town  for  three  years  because  of  her.  And  returned  for  a similai"  reason,  or  so  he 
supposed.  Regardless,  it  w-as  a situation  that’s  sheer  serendipitv"  warranted,  necessitated  his  meet- 
ing her  again. 

Walking  to  the  tall  blonde  figure,  he  wTispered,  "Hey,  Jules,  it's  been  years...  can  we  talk 
for  a while?" 

-Concealing  surprise,  "Hey,  sure.  Where  did  you?...  yes,  you  can  talk  to  me." 

-"I  find  this  strange...  I see  you  here,  and  I feel  like  I can  just...  continue  die  conversation 
where  it  left  off.  But  it's  good  to  see  you." 

-'You  never  came  to  visit  me.  No  one  knew-  where  you  were."  15 


-Looking  down,  ashamed.  "Well,  you  know...  I wanted  to  pretend  that  it  never  happened." 

-"What  you  did  w^as  enough,  I guess.  More  than  enough."  She  touches  his  hand.  "You're  a 
good  man,  >'ou  know^" 

-"Unfortunately." 

-"Lhifortunately?" 

-"Yes,  it's  unfortunate.  I would  have  made  a really  good  asshole."  Laughing,  "I'm  a good 
man.  It's  my  definition,  or  more  like  a program.  I didn't  have  a choice  in  what  I did  that  night,  it's 
just  in  my  blood...  and  tliat's  why,  if  you  can  understand,  I resent  it." 

-"That  doesn't  change  how'  I feel  about  it,  nor  wLat  I owe  you." 

-He  looks  straight  in  her  eyes.  "Same  thing  you  owe  a space  heater.  I w^as  just  serving  my 
function." 

-"You  make  it  seem  cold,  ceramic.  Lonely." 

-"That's  about  how'  it  is,  though.  When  I say  diat  it's  good  to  see  you,  I have  to  question  if 
that's  how^  I feel  because  I choose  to  or  because  I must.  I second  guess  everything  I think,  eveiy^ 
breath."  Pauses.  "I'm  tired.  When  I look  in  tlie  mirror,  I sw^ear  that  I suck  in  the  light." 

-"Machinery^  w^ears  down.  I can't  argue  that.  But  you  aren't  obliged  to  be  a machine.  Could 
you  just  be  afraid  of  die  responsibiliU^  of  being  human?  Like  ymi're  scared  of  wTat  can  happen 
wiien  you're  an  asshole.  There's  no  guilt  if  you  think  you're  acting  out  your  design.  There  is  guilt 
ill  taking  chances,  though." 

-"I  prefer  shame;  it's  much  more  fashionable." 

-She  is  cautious.  "Are  you  sure  you  don't  mean  manageable?" 

-"Maybe...  no.  No,  I don't." 

-"Look,  I can't  beat  diis  into  you.  All  I'm  saying  is  diat  maybe  you  should  try^  being  human 
some  time.  It  might  be  a little  messier,  but  it's  rewarding." 

-He  smiles,  "Thanks  for  the  advice,  Jules." 

-"I'm  just  returning  a favor.  Not  because  I have  to,  but  because  I want  to.  That's  wTat  us 
humans  do.  But  I've  got  to  get  going." 

-"Well,  it  w^as  nice  seeing  you." 

-"Do  y^ou  mean  that?" 

n T*  ‘ ” 

- ...I  111  trying. 

-"I  guess  tliat's  tiie  best  I'll  get  right  now\" 

-"Yeah.  Right  nowi" 

The  young  w oman  hoisted  her  back  pack  up  and  began  to  walk  tow^ards  the  gate  and  out 
to  die  city,  but  was  stopped  by  a few'  more  w'ords.  "Hey,  I'm  back  in  town  now'...  can  I call  you 
later  on?" 

She  turned  to  him,  and  with  a little  smile  said,  "Yes.  Sure  you  can  call;  the  number's  the 

same. 

"And  by  die  w'ay,  since  I didn't  get  to  say  it  before,  thanks  for  w'hat  you  did." 

IV 

A box  under  each  arm,  a bag  slung  over  his  shoulder,  die  young  man  walked  up  the  stairs 
of  a decrepit  tenement,  and,  unlocking  the  door  with  a shiny  brass  key,  entered  an  empty  room. 
Empt}'  save  for  a worn  blue  couch  sitting  against  the  wall  left  of  the  door. 

-Making  his  way  through  the  gloom  to  the  blinds,  "Roniain?  You  still  live  here?" 

As  he  shifted  liis  view  to  catch  a movement,  the  man  noticed  a geriatric  man  with  a bald 
16  spot  and  a grey  moustache  sitting  on  the  very  couch  that  was  empty  seconds  before. 


The  man  looked  up  as  if  interrupted,  "Wouldn’t  call  it  much  of  a life." 

-"Christ!  I was  afraid  you  wouldn't  be  around  amiuore." 

-'Wliat  else  am  I going  to  do,  take  a vacation  to  Gennauy?  It's  a little  late  for  tliat  sort  of  tiling," 

-The  yoiuig  man  smiles,  "You  sour  old  tiling.  I'm  siuprised  tliat  I wus  able  to  get  tliis  room  again," 

-"Well,  I did  have  a hand  in  that,"  Smiles  mischievously. 

-"Really  I hope  tlie  last  tenant  wasn't  anyone  I liked." 

-"Henn's  boy  moved  in  after  you  left.  All  that  damn  house  music  and  tlie  piuties...  I 
couldn't  take  it  for  too  long." 

-"Roniain,  I know  you  kept  it  open  for  me.  How'd  you  know  I'd  come  back?" 

-"I  only  did  it  because  you  keep  the  noise  doim.  Don't  start  tliinking  that  we're  friends  or 
anything." 

-"Of  course  not."  The  young  man  pulls  a bottle  of  cognac  from  his  knapsack.  "Yon  ivant  to 
have  a drink?" 

-"Sure  thing;  just  what  I need  to  put  some  color  in  tliese  cheeks." 

-"Alright  then." 

The  young  man  picked  two  plastic  cups  out  of  one  of  his  packing  boxes,  and  poured  two 
drinks  for  his  friend  and  himself,  there  on  the  kitchen  counter. 

-"So  what  do  you  know  about  stolen  art?" 


V 


-Over  die  telephone,  "Hello,  I'm  looking  for  Julie?" 

-A  girl's  voice  answers.  "This  is." 

-"Hey.,  it's  me.  I...  got  a phone.  At  my  old  place." 

-"Oh,  hello.  How  are  you?  How've  y^our  first  few  days  hack  been?" 

-"Slow;  fairly  uneventiul." 

-"And?" 

-"I'm  looking  for  a place  to  start." 

-"How  do  you  mean,  start?" 

-"...I  don't  know;  I'm  acting  out  of  my  head  as  of  late.  Start...  start  with  y ou.  I've  got  a 
schematic  plan  worked  out  in  my  head,  you  see,  but  I can't  tell  where  to  put  die  first  step 
down...." 

-Interrupting,  "I  know'  a good  way'." 

-"You  do?" 

-"Yes.  Drop  the  blueprint.  Drop  die  planning  and  the  concentration,  just  take  a step.  I'll 
forgive  you  if  it's  die  wrong  one." 

-"I  may  have  to  rely  on  cliche  at  first.  Just  w'aniing  y'ou." 

-"Cliche  is  okay  by  me.  Much  better  dim  a blueprint." 

-"Then,  Jules,  how'  about  dinner  with  me?" 

-"Sounds  great.  How've  your  first  few'  days  been?" 

-"Oh,  well.  I've  been  furnishing  my  apartment,  if  you  cm  call  it  that.  I'm  looking  for  a used 
coffee  table  right  now.  Got  any  ideas  on  wiiere  to  find  one?" 

-"Garbage  night  is  still  Saturday." 

-"Then  how  about  dinner  followed  by  garbage-picking  and  a moonlit  ivalk?" 

-"I'm  diere.  And  that  was  better  than  cliche.  We've  got  you  nio\'ing  in  die  right  direction." 
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VI 


Sitting  on  the  floor,  glasses  of  vodka  in  hand,  the  young  man  and  his  elderly  associate  sat 
and  smoked.  A palatte  of  old  torn  blankets  covered  the  floor,  and  made  for  a comfortable  place 
to  catch  up  on  old  hmes. 

The  young  man  raised  his  glass  with  an  inquisitive  look  in  his  eyes,  and  asked,  "So  it's 
been  quite  a few  years  since  it  changed  for  you,  right?  I mean,  is  it  any  different  living  a life  of 
leisure?" 

His  companion  smiled  poignantly,  and  replied,  "Oh  when  I was  younger,  right  after  I left  it 
all  behind,  I thought  it  was  wonderful,  all  I'd  ever  hoped  it  would  be.  A more  serene  life."  And  he 
laughed  somewhat  callously  at  this,  turning  up  his  glass.  "But  now  the  leisure  is  wearing  on  me." 

"Believe  it  or  not,  Romain,  I understand.  Somewhat,"  the  young  man  retorted. 

-Incredulously,  "You're  what?  Twenty-five?  And  breathing,  I might  add." 

-"In  a different  context,  I assure  you." 

-"I'd  hope  so,  young  man." 

-"It  involves  a girl." 

-The  old  man  chuckled  patiently,  'Yes,  I heard  your  phone  call.  Nothing  ages  a man  as  such." 

-"She  could  be  important.  I can't  put  my  finger  on  it,  however." 

-"They're  all  important  at  some  time  or  another,  if  only  an  afterthought.  This  young 
woman  have  a name?" 

-'Jules.  And  I think  that  this  may  be  my  chance  to  make  good  on  the  afterthought." 

-"How  long  has  it  been  again?" 

-"Damn,  about  three  years,  Romain.  I've  been  gone  for  some  time." 

-"And  you  just  come  waltzing  back  in...  I'd  play  my  hand  delicately  if  I were  you.  Do  you 
know  what  cards  she'd  be  holding?" 

The  young  man  looked  lost  for  a moment,  as  if  trying  to  dredge  up  something  that  was 
floating  on  the  surface.  A look  struck  his  face,  a look  of  acceptance,  and  he  replied  to  his  friend, 
"One  of  them,  perhaps." 

"One?" 

"Yes.  Right  before  I left,  I saved  her  life." 

They  were  quiet  while  they  finished  their  drinks  after  that. 

ATI 

"Well,  well.  We've  hit  the  whole  street;  all  the  alleys.  The  block  is  really  dry  tonight." 

The  young  woman  looked  back  to  the  man,  through  her  investigation  of  a broken  wagon 
on  the  side  of  the  tliin  Chicago  alleyway. 

-"Not  completely.  There's  that  decrepit  blue  dollhouse  we've  got  to  pick  up  and  I found 
these  old  78's." 

-'Jules,  do  you  have  a 78  player?" 

-"No  but  when  I find  one.  I'll  get  to  rock  out  to...  let's  see..."  Looking  at  the  records,  "'Oh 
Whistle,  and  I'll  Come  to  You  My  Lad'." 

-Smiling,  "Or  you  could  just  use  them  as  frisbees."  The  young  man  pauses.  "So  what  now?" 

-"I  don't  want  to  go  home  right  now." 

-"Neither  do  I,  Jules." 

-"We  could  go  clubbing;  I know  a place  where  it's  Salsa  Night  tonight." 

18  -"Cover?" 


-"Of  course." 


-"Bad?" 

-"No...  I've  got  you." 

-"Alright.  Sounds  good.  Just  guide  tlie  way." 

-"Yeah."  Smiles.  "Shit,  do  you  think  we  can  check  tlie  dollhouse  in  along  widi  our  coats?" 

-"If  you  smile,  I'd  bet  tliey'd  do  it.  Just  act  cute." 

They  walked  through  die  few  blocks  as  if  the  cold  were  not  there.  It  was  as  if  the  cold 
conceded  defeat  on  this  count,  knowing  diat  its  bitter  touch  could  not  invade  die  couple  in  their 
bright  steps.  The  young  man,  carrying  an  unpainted  balsa  dollhouse,  die  young  woman  gendy 
holding  his  arm,  fair  beside,  confident  in  its  substance  and  presence. 

The  twenty  minutes  spent  on  an  icy  bus  stop  on  Halsted  were  a minute  lost  in  time;  the 
bus  ride  (die  girl  exhausted)  was  slower.  The  revoking  menagerie  of  persons  arriving  and  depart- 
ing die  bus  cautiously  regarded  die  pair  as  die  trip  progressed.  The  young  man,  face  awash  with 
dissolving  stoicism,  a ragged  house  in  his  lap,  and  die  woman,  child-like,  fighting  sleep  widi  head 
on  his  grey-clad  shoulder,  seemed  a picture  of  a beggar's  Christmas.  The  gangsters  ti'aveling  to 
dieir  clandestine  arrangements,  replaced  by  college  students  going  home  from  dieir  own,  replaced 
by  irate  businessmen  contemplating  the  short  hours  they'd  be  able  to  sleep,  replaced  by  the  kids 
traveling  to  make  the  after-hours  scene  at  the  clubs,  supplied  an  endless  backdrop  to  dieir  por- 
trait. It  lent  die  young  man  a feeling  of  melancholy,  die  sad  sense  of  missing  that  w alks  hand  in 
hand  with  years  of  deprivation. 

And  it  had  been  deprivation,  all  diese  years,  self  imposed  or  not,  righteous  or  foolhardy. 
The  scenes  brought  forth  by  a ride  north  on  Halsted  w^re  a kind  of  music,  comprised  of  piece- 
mail  conversations  and  echoes  of  lives,  die  sw^ells  always  changing  but  nonetheless  familiar,  and 
sung  to  his  yearning  ears  that  he  w^as  home.  Confused,  and  taken  widi  the  many  layers  of  die 
moment,  he  found  himself  crying  silendy.  The  curious  glances  of  the  passengers  he  ignored,  but 
, turned  his  head  slighdy  to  meet  die  determined  gaze  of  a middle  aged  woman,  sitting  in  a faded 
sundress  and  resting  her  arm  on  an  oversized  Gucci  bag.  Her  mouth  closed,  he  listened  to  her 
stare,  and  her  sad  eyes  spoke  to  him  dirough  die  hea\y^  mascara. 

"You  foolish  thing,"  she  seemed  to  say,  "Do  you  en\y  the  worry'  and  w'eather  on  rii\'  face?" 
j'  The  young  man  broke  their  gaze  and  contemplated  the  face  of  his  companion,  breathing 

I sofdy  against  him.  His  niovement  w'oke  her,  and  her  pow'der-silk  face,  more  wiiite  diari  snow, 
j rose  to  meet  his. 

Feeling  the  coolness  of  the  tears  from  his  cheek  to  hers,  she  asked,  "Whafs  wTorig?  Do 
j you  w'ant  to  trrrn  back?" 

"No,"  he  told  her.  "Nothing's  die  matter,  I don't  know'  w'hat  happened.  Would  'sornething 
in  die  eye'  suffice?" 

-"Do  you  need  me?" 

I -Sighs,  "I'm  not  sure." 

-"Oh."  Uncomfortable,  she  looks  around.  "Should  be  a couple  stops.  I've  got  tr'ansfers  if 
you  w'ant  to  go  home." 

-He  raises  a smile,  apologetic.  "But  it's  Salsa  Night." 

-"Best  night  of  the  year."  Seeing  his  leUty,  she  laughs. 

And  as  they  stepped  out  into  the  frozen  street,  die  bass  from  the  club  was  already  buzzing 
: in  dieir  feet,  striking  their  bones.  In  a crazy  zigzag,  drunk  with  die  chill  and  each  odier's  company, 
i diey  moved  towards  the  doors.  The  wave  of  heat  and  freble  that  gi  eeted  die  couple  beyond  die 
doors  brought  diem  to  a stealdiy  high.  The  young  man  immediately  forgot  the  girl's  offer  to 
pay  die  cover,  and  briskly  offered  a tall  bald  man  a wrinkled  twenty.  19 


The  biild  man  was  aml)ivalent  to  his  reciuest  to  check  the  dollliouse  in  with  tlieir  coats. 
"You'll  have  to  ask  Sugar.  He  does  coats." 

"We  close  in  an  hour,"  he  (luickly  added.  "But  there's  a free  after-i)ai't\^  dowai  the  street." 

They  thanked  tlie  man  and  made  their  way  to  the  coat  check.  The  Hispanic  man  who 
took  tlieir  jackets  was  too  concerned  with  g^izing  longingly  at  the  mass  of  bodies  dancing  to  care 
about  their  dilemma;  he  muttered  an  apolog)^  eyes  averting  them,  about  w^anting  to  help  but  it 
w^asn't  policy,  and  that  the  club  could  get  sued.  He  seemed  to  the  young  man  an  androgynous 
Ken  doll,  stiiiiped  of  his  confidence,  a Ken  doll  sighing.  The  man  called  Sugar  then  looked  at  die 
table,  smiled  sadly,  and  told  the  young  woman  that  if  she  put  it  on  the  speakers  for  a while,  he'd 
cover  for  her.  "Don't  listen  to  me  amways,"  he  called  to  her.  "I'm  self-absorbed  and  a bore  any- 
how^"  Self-obsessed?  "No,  self-absorbed.  Wliidi  translates  as,  'I'm  so  full  of  shit.'" 

Hand  in  hand,  die  two  cut  their  w^ay  through  the  reveliy,  a flock  of  mock-tango,  the 
rh\tlini  finding  its  way  to  their  legs,  irresistible.  The  man  set  the  dollhouse  above  die  highest  bass 
speaker  that  he  could  reach,  and  watched  as  the  tiny  cellophane  window^s  \ibrated  in  time  widi 
the  bass  drum,  as  if  being  accosted  by  a miniature  and  pulsing  hurricane.  When  he  turned  back, 
a tall  drag  ciiieen  w^as  lathering  compliments  upon  the  woman,  and  he  excused  himself  to  buy 
drinks. 

He  returned  with  a Heineken  and  a vodka  held  aloft.  As  he  called  her  name  over  the  din, 
she  turned  to  him  widi  a face  lit  with  delight.  The  look  upon  her  took  him  aback  for  a moment; 
never  that  he  could  remember  had  anyone  looked  so  happy  to  see  him.  She  placed  her  licUid  on 
die  back  of  his  head  and  brushed  his  lips  widi  hers;  in  the  minute  he  had  spent  at  the  bar,  she 
had  absorbed  the  giow^  of  the  club,  and  in  that  second  her  lips  touched  his,  she  imbibed  him  widi 
it  as  well.  He  placed  the  drinks  on  a table,  and  laid  his  cold  palms  on  her  sides.  She  shivered  dra- 
matically, in  parody,  smiling,  beginning  to  guide  him,  wiapped  in  her  glow  and  reluctant,  into  the 
music. 

Never  had  a music  that  fast-paced  led  a dance  so  diinisy  and  delicate.  Had  it  not  been  for 
the  constant  disco  yelps,  he  could  have  mistaken  it  for  the  last  dance  of  a high  school  prom.  With 
each  step  his  reluctance  melted  a degiee,  and  his  clumsiness  in  turn,  \ielding  to  a captivation  by 
the  movement,  tuned  and  intimate.  Eveiy  so  often,  he  or  she  w-ould  attempt  a faux-salsa  step,  and 
fall  into  the  other's  amis,  laughing  at  their  lack  of  skill. 

Soon,  their  attention  flew  to  the  couple  next  to  them,  a diminutive  Latino  man,  with  a 
bobbed  haircut  and  the  stern  look  of  concentration  peculiar  to  Prince  (circa  Under  a Cheriy 
Moon),  leading  his  lover,  a larger  black  iiifUi  whose  movements  were  not  so  gTaceful  nor  as  pre- 
cise as  his  jiartner's,  yet  just  as  beautiful.  They  floated  an  inch  from  the  floor,  or  so  it  felt,  as  if 
they  were  colibri,  twisting  and  spinning  with  impossible  speed  and  precision,  all  performed  widi 
magicxil  ineniotion.  Yet  under  the  machineiy-cool  eyes,  there  was  a terrible  infatuation,  eveiy^  turn 
md  meticulous  movement  hinting  chapters  of  feeling,  teasing  the  onlooking  crowd  with  glimpses, 
but  only  glimpses,  into  dieir  life  beyond  the  dosed  doors. 

The  young  woman  giggled  and  threw'  her  head  to  his  chest,  whispering,  "They're  going  to 
have  sex  tonight,"  delighted  with  the  little  phrase,  or  perhaps  the  thought. 

And  the  men  dfUiced  on,  matching  eveiy^  complex  action,  lost  in  an  exquisite  tangle  of  art 
and  closeted  passion.  Watching  them  made  the  man  begin  to  feel  self-conscious  again,  his  steps 
seem  heavy,  and  he  leaned  over  to  the  girl  and  said,  "Let's  get  out  of  here." 

As  he  walked  back  to  the  door,  dollhouse  held  close,  he  eyed  their  two  untouched  drinks 
sitting  on  the  table.  He  didn't  mind  leaving  them  behind. 
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A small  sti'eam  of  light  fell  through  tlie  curtained  window  of  the  dollhouse. 

The  young  man  woke  in  the  early  morning,  the  girl  nested  naked  next  to  him,  her  arm 
tllro^\^l  over  his  chest.  He  slid  from  her  embrace  and,  naked  himself,  walked  to  the  kitchenette. 

-An  old  man's  voice  out  of  the  air.  "Breakfast?" 

-"Smirnoff  and  Tropicana." 

-"Very  continental  of  you.  I'll  go  for  a double." 

-"Romain,  consider  it  done." 

-"Looks  like  >x)u  had  quite  a night." 

-"Christ,  you  weren't  watching,  were  you?" 

-Exculpable,  "Of  course  not." 

-"Oh  well,  I shouldn't  have  minded  that  much  if  you  had.  Wliat've  I got  myself  into?  This 

is  bad." 

-"Looks  like  a decently  half-normal  life  is  what.  With  die  exception  of  vodka  at  five  in  the 
morning." 

-"Different  strokes  for  different  folks.  The  FDA's  got  it  all  wTong."  Smiles. 

-With  a diy  laugh,  "Look,  all  humor  aside,  you  looked  prett}'  happ}'  last  night." 

-"You  Tvere  watching,  you  bastard!" 

-"How  could  I help  it.  It's  a studio  apartment." 

-"Look...  you  want  another?  We're  out  of  orange  juice  though." 

-"WTy  not?" 

-Pouring  another  round  of  Smirnoff,  "Alright...  this  happiness  thing;  I don't  think  it  suits 
me  too  ivell." 

-Wan , "Really?" 

-"Yes.  Brother,  how  can  I focus  on  anything  if  I'm  constantly  giddy?" 

The  old  gentleman  reached  over  and  touched  die  young  man  with  fingertips  as  cold  as  a 
cloud.  "If  I were  in  the  mood  to  entertain  you,"  he  said,  taking  a drink.  "I  would  sa\'  that  no  one  is 
saving  diat  you  should  be  'constantly  giddy'.  And  I'd  follow  that  up  by  asking  what  it  is,  exactly, 
diat  you  have  to  focus  on.  But  I'm  not  entertaining  \ our  damn  half-assed  philosophical  bent.  You 
hop  on  that  bus  and  \'ou  become  unbearable." 

The  young  man  looked  at  his  drink,  and  began,  "I  have  to  focus  on...",  hut  from  the  shad- 
ows came  a small  gi'oan,  die  kind  of  noise  he  would  have  imagined  a doe  would  make,  yawning 
in  the  Thousand  Acre  Woods'  first  light. 

"Bullshit,"  said  Romain,  setting  down  his  empty  glass  and  disappearing,  leaving  only  the 
faint  rattle  of  ice  behind. 

The  silhouette  of  die  young  wmnan  rose,  draped  in  bedsheets.  Her  voice  wns  subdued  by 
sleepiness,  faint,  the  meinoiy'  of  an  o\  erdub.  "Don't  have  my  contacts  in,"  she  creaked,  followed 
by  a litde  contented  sigh.  "Wliat  time  is  it?" 

"Five  or  diereahouts.  Go  back  to  sleep.  I'll  be  there  in  a minute,"  the  \nung  man  told  her. 

-"Hmmm.  What  day  is  it  now  ?" 

-"Thursday.  Jules,  have  you  got  school  or  an>thing?" 

-"Hmmm.  Set  the  alarm  for  ten,  'kay?" 

-"Not  a tiling." 

-'"Kay." 

-"Hey  Jules?" 

-"Hinnini?" 

-Quietly,  "I've  been  blinking  that  I shouldn't  have  left  town." 


21 


-She  looks  up,  'Just  don't  leave  again." 

-WJuspering,  "\Vliy  did  you  make  lo^'e  vith  me?  Just  now?" 

-"Because...  it’s  a possibilip^  diat  I love  you." 

She  la}^  back,  nuzzling  the  cotton  pillow,  blonde  hair  splayed  across  it.  He  waited  a minute 
to  set  tire  alarm  clock,  tlien  ^valked  to  tire  clodres  mercilessh^  strewn  about  the  floor,  glass  in 
hand.  Finding  his  gi'C}^  trousers,  he  produced  a package  of  Luck}'  Strikes.  After  illuminahng  the 
room  witli  a match,  and  enjo}ing  the  scent  of  sulfur  drat  im'aiiably  followed,  he  Ht  the  cigarette 
and  crawled  over  the  girl  to  dre  v'all.  Blo^^ing  out  the  match  rdth  half  a breath,  he  rested  against 
dre  wall,  his  legs  bent,  forming  a bridge  over  hers,  and  smoked  half  dre  cigarette  before  extin- 
guishing It  in  tire  vodka.  The  glass  set  upon  dre  door,  he  rested  his  head  on  her  satin  belly,  worn - 
ing  he  might  lose  himself  in  her  warmth. 

"I'm  so  full  of  shit,"  he  said  to  himself,  before  he  did  indeed  lose  himself  in  her  wamrtir. 
Sleep  took  him  over,  and  for  a while,  he  was  safe,  even  from  dreairrs. 

IX 

Ronrain  glai'ed  at  tire  }'oung  nrair  after  tire  girl  had  left.  PertuiTed  in  a father!}'  manner,  he 
sta}'ed  silent  all  monring  and  just  stai'ed  at  e\'er}'  action  tire  nran  took.  Er'entuall}',  this  disturbed  him 
enough  to  put  out  his  cigarette  and  screairr,  "WJrat  is  it?  Didn't  rve  alread}'  talk  about  this  earlier?" 

"Yes,"  said  tire  old  nrair,  "We  did.  Remember  tire  talk  we  had  about  how  we  play  our 
cards?  It  seems  to  me  tirat  she's  laid  hers  all  dovrr  aird  you  ha\'en't  had  tire  courtesy  to  do  a damn 
tiring." 

-"I've  let  some  fences  dowrr.  You  don't  tirink  I would  shov'  all  of  tirenr  at  once  do  you?" 

-"She  laid  her  trump  cai'd  dovrr  this  morning,  at  your  request.  I'm  not  in  a position  to  tell 
you  what  you  should  do,  but  }'ou're  holding  tirat  which  direct!}'  relates  to  her.  There  are  things 
that  she  should  kirow,  aren't  tirere?" 

-"Ronrain,"  he  half  gro^vls.  "I  tirink  you  should  go  now." 

-"Done." 

Arrd  once  more,  the  nrair  sits  alone. 


X 

Late  afternoon,  up  tire  stairs  from  the  nrair's  apai'Prrent,  tire  }'oung  woman  aird  he  were  sit- 
ting on  some  makeshift  chairs,  watching  tire  sun  set  o\'er  Chicago  atop  his  rooftop.  He  wetted  his 
lips  for  a moment,  as  tire  cold  had  dried  tirenr,  and  asked,  "WJrat  would  it  take  for  you  to  not 
v ant  me  air}rrrore?" 

-"I've  always  wairted  }'ou;  I don't  tirink  I could  stop." 

-Frowning,  "If  I had  done  some  bad  things." 

-"I'm  sure  I could  forgive  }'ou." 

-"Aird  if  I'd  killed  someone?" 

-"I'd  have  to  ask  wh}',  why  }'ou  did  it." 

-"Let's  say  it  was  airger." 

-"Would  you  have  regi'etted  it?" 

-"Not  in  tire  least." 

-"...ai'e  we  talking  hypotiretical,  or  ai'e  you  trying  to  admit  something  to  me?" 

22  -"The  accident.  How  well  do  you  remember  it?" 


-Bhuik,  pdlid.  "Oh  shit." 

-"How  well?" 

-"The  other  driver...." 

-"...  he  died." 

-Aiigiy,  the  girl  is  beginning  to  be  flustered.  "Why  are  you  trying  to  fuck  everytliing  up?" 

-"I'm  not  tiying  to  fuck  an\tliing  up.  I just  want  everything  on  tlie  table." 

-"So  what  are  you  sa\dng?" 

-"After  I got  you  out  of  the  car,  after  you  were  breathing  again...  I went  to  check  on  tire 
otlier  driver..."  Pauses.  "He  had  dragged  himself  out  of  his  truck.  Splayed  out  on  tlie  shoulder, 
choking  on  his  vomit.  I leaned  over  to  tr\^  and  clear  his  airway." 

-"So  you  tried  to  save  him..." 

-"The  smell  of  alcohol  w^as  all  over  him.  He  was  choking." 

-The  girl  just  looks  down  at  the  street  below'.  "..." 

-"I  covered  his  moudi.  Witli  my  hand.  I covered  his  moutli  and  looked  into  his  drunken 
eyes  and  let  him  die." 

-As  if  searching  for  sometliing,  "...diafs  all?" 

-"That's  all?" 

-"That  doesn’t  make  you  a murderer.  It's  not  like  you  shot  imyone." 

-"Hell  no,  'it  doesn't  make  me  a murderer'." 

-"He  was  fucked  up,  a drunk  driver.  Not  like  he  was  innocent.  An\ways,  he  w'ould  have 
probably  choked  to  deatli  if  you  hadn't  been  there." 

-"And  you  w'ould  be  dead  too.  What,  have  I got  tlie  right  to  decide  these  tilings?" 

-"I  tliought  yon  didn't  regret  tliis." 

-"I  don't." 

-"So  shut  up,  I forgive  you." 

-Quiedy,  'Just  like  that?" 

Obviously  fmstrated,  the  girl  looked  around,  and  drove  her  nails  into  her  wrists,  and  said, 
"I'm  tiling." 

They  were  quiet  as  diey  sat  up  on  die  desolate  rooftop,  cold  chewing  on  dieir  skin,  but 
imprisoned  in  die  chill  by  that  suspicion  that  moving  to  soniew'here  w'arnier  would  extinguish 
soniediing  forever  that  diey  were  now  trying  to  cling  to.  The  two  reminded  diemselves  that  the 
warnidi  in  dieir  hearts,  bolstered  by  forgiveness  and  honesty,  should  fill  them  and  negate  the 
weadier,  and  convinced  by  diis  diey  failed  to  note  diat  die  furnace  was  empty.  This  concept  w'as 
taking  form,  slow'ly  and  dimly,  in  a crawling  desperadon  seeded  in  die  back  of  their  hearts,  seed- 
ed in  die  slow,  stiff  movements  diey  began  to  make  towards  one  anodier. 

Searching  for  heat,  for  evidence  of  die  Vcdidity  of  their  decisions,  diey  groped  for  one 
another.  Each  item  of  clodiing  shed  was  a searing  frost  of  reality  and  consequence,  and  the  deep- 
er the  void,  die  more  impassioned  diey  became  to  fill  it,  like  an  insect  caught  in  an  andions'  trap, 
or  any  ^uiinial,  when  it  knows  that  it's  doomed.  (Neidier  of  die  two  had,  as  of  yet,  actually  met  a 
suicidal  animal.) 

The  two  lay  naked  and  exposed  on  a moonlit  Chicago  rooftop,  and  were  too  exhausted  to 
fight  die  frigid  night.  The  only  movement  was  die  occasional  shiver  of  die  lips,  as  all  energy  was 
diverted  to  dieir  despair.  Wliat  diey  sought  they  had  found,  iuid  subsequendy  fabricated,  eschew- 
ing reality  and  forgetting  the  original  conception  in  die  process.  The  past  half  hour  was  spent  as 
actors,  not  believing  in  die  part,  but  w'orking  paycheck  to  paycheck.  Tired,  and  discouraged,  the 
young  man  rose  to  look  at  his  companion. 

"We  are  just  one  of  many  sinking  skies.  Lights  go  on,  lights  go  out,  but  die  blind  just  9,^ 


stare  blankly  as  the  world  envelops  them.  Nothing  can  work  between  ns  because  we  don't  have 
the  magnetism  to  power  such  a device,  we  reseiwe  all  our  spare  energ;^  for  flailing  around  like  fla- 
gellists  whenever  we  feel  guilps  or  lonely,"  he  told  her,  plainly,  calmly. 

And  just  as  calm,  just  as  plainspoken,  the  naked  girl  reached  for  her  sweater  and  said, 
"Speak  for  yourself.  You  are  so  full  of  shit." 

"I  know  that  Jules.  All  three  of  us  know  that.” 

As  she  got  dressed,  he  sat  nude  and  shivering  and  watched  her.  As  she  left  him  and 
walked  to  the  door,  he  called  to  her,  "Wliy  did  you  make  love  with  me?  Just  now?" 

She  giggled  sadh  , and  without  turning  even  her  head,  as  to  conceal  her  tears,  called  hack, 
"Because  it's  becoming  a possihili^  that  I hate  you." 

The  door  opened  and  closed,  illuminating  the  rooftop  with  incandescent  light  and  then 
darkening  it.  The  young  man  follow^ed  her  with  his  eyes,  hut  couldn't  follow'  himself. 

He  blew'  u])on  his  hands  with  half  a breath,  to  w'arm  them,  rose  and  dressed,  and  has- 
tened to  the  door  himself. 

XI 

-"Deanna,  right?  Funny  seeing  you  again." 

-"Oh,  yes...  I'm  returning  home.  You?" 

-"Predv'  much  the  same  thing,  tliough  I'm  not  sure  wiiere  that  home  would  he." 

-"Wasn't  here,  w'as  it?" 

-Looks  up  at  the  woman.  "Sadly,  no." 

"Fhe  two  were  sitting  on  the  bench  awaiting  the  next  bus  east  w hen  they  saw^  each  other 
again.  After  this  exchange,  they  sat  silent  for  a few  moments. 

-She  smiles,  "So,  did  you  go  see  the  doctor  wiiile  you  were  in  town,  like  I suggested?" 

-"Part  of  me  thinks  I should  have,  hut  uo.  I'm  assuming  you  did  though?" 

-"Oh,  it  was  great  as  always.  Agoraphobia  free,  tliough  a few'  dollars  lighter." 

-"Well,  Deanna..."  The  hoy  touches  her  arm  with  a veiled  mock  reverence,  "I'm  glad  you 
can  enjoy  the  open  now  ." 

The  two  smiled,  and  after  a while,  the  bus  rolled  off  tow'ards  the  w'est,  leaving  an  empty 
bench  in  its  ivake. 

He  ran  his  finger  down  the  spine  of  his  book,  thought  of  telling  her  about  this  Aesop's 
fable  that  had  overtaken  his  mind,  but  then  decided  he  couldn't  find  the  moral  himself,  and 
w'ouldn't  feel  comfortable  confusing  the  poor  w'oman  in  that  manner. 

XII 

At  that  moment,  the  sun's  early  morning  yawning  reflected  off  a window',  w'arming  the  face 
of  a blonde  girl,  alone  in  a twin  bed  and  a wholly  disorganized  room. 

And  an  old  ghost  rises  disheartedly  to  close  the  blinds  in  an  empty  and  lonely  apartment. 
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Emily  B.  Fleishman 


With  hand  curled  round 

its  welcoming  contours 

it  points,  it  fires; 

the  scene  changes  before  our  eyes! 


lights  flash 
cadences  shatter 
sound  bites  break 
thoughts  fracture 
erratic  disruptions 
jolt  us  backward 


I AM  MAN 


With  my  wand,  AH! 


zap-zap- 


Have  I not  power  to  change  the  world? 


R.  Ryan  Brandys 

The  earth  is  alive.  The  rivers  are  her  arteries  and  die  soil  is  her  skin.  On  her  surface,  entire  sys- 
tems of  plants  and  fish,  birds  and  busy  beavers  all  mingle  and  cohere  and  rely  on  each  odier 
like  the  cellulai'  components  of  our  oim  hum^m  organs  and  tissues. 


The  laws  of  physics  govern  our  cells,  tissues,  ^md  organs  - like  the  brain.  And  these  organs  exist 
as  part  of  a whole,  thanks  to  the  evolution  of  chemic^il  communication  made  possible  through 
vast  networks  of  oxygenated  blood.  Our  neurons  and  dendrites  are  not  individu^illy  self-aware  or 
conscious.  But  tiiey  do  allow  a consciousness  to  exist  as  a whole,  when  till  those  systems  and 
communicated  equilibriums  are  functioning  properly  in  the  background.  Wliat  we  humans  per- 
ceive as  freedom  of  choice  is  really  only  a complex  series  of  autonomic  chemical  calculations  - 
j some  on  tiie  cellukir  level,  some  on  the  atomic  level  - and  all  of  them  governed  by  a system  of 
physics  tiiat  our  top  minds  can  still  barely  understand.  Physics  governs  all.  It  is  undeniable.  And 
for  tiiat  reason,  we  have  no  more  freedom  of  choice  than  a water  molecule  choosing  its  path 
down  a raging  river. 

Mim  looks  at  the  birds  and  the  tiees,  tiie  fish  and  the  seas,  and  he  labels  each  as  insentient  and 
barely  aware.  It’s  logical.  We  see  plants  lacking  mobility,  doing  only  what  they  are  progTammed 
to  do;  tiiey  don’t  have  tiie  capacity  to  tiiiiik.  But  isn’t  it  possible  that  as  a whole,  simplistic  life  is 
capable  of  a similar  chemical  communication,  and  thus  is  capable  as  a whole  of  being  more 
tiian  the  sum  of  its  parts?  Could  it  even  be  that  the  Earth  is  aware? 

No.  We  can’t  have  tiiat.  Humans  are  tiie  only  beings  capable  of  sentience  and  that’s  all  there  is 
to  it.  That  makes  it  easier  for  us  to  torture  ^md  abuse  Mother  Eai  tli  witiiout  feeling  guilty  about 
it.  Just  imagine.  If  Motiier  Eartii  - Motiier  Nature  - is  at  this  moment  aware  of  how  we’ve  raped 
her,  she’s  probably  very  pissed  off  Especially  because  she  knows  we  chop  her  up  into  little 
pieces  for  our  millions  of  selfish  reasons. 


As  a society,  we  tend  to  dominate  and  obliterate  all  of  nature.  We  rewire  her  rivers,  exterminate 
her  lesser  mammals,  and  decimate  her  breathing  forests  - all  because  our  minds  are  superior. 
This  makes  any  action  we  take  to  interfere  with  lesser  beings  - somehow  justified. 

No!  It  is  our  duty,  as  beings  of  conscious  choice  to  NOT  MAKE  THE  WRONG  CON- 
SCIOUS CHOICES!  We  were  granted  botii  tiiought  and  tiie  mobility  to  iniplement  those 
tiioughts.  This  makes  us  naturally  suited  to  govern  the  Eartii.  Yet  we  still  use  our  governing 
minds  to  destroy  the  unconscious  world  tiiat  is  responsible  for  our  existence! 

Again,  we’ve  been  generalizing  with  tiie  w'ord  “we.”  There  are  indeed  some  cultures  out 
there  that  see  tiie  fallacy  of  a system  that’s  destro\ing  itself  That’s  wiiy  Indians  developed  27 


their  o\Mi  system,  one  tliat  praetiees  more  resti'aint  - for  tire  good  of  er  en’one. 

If  >'ou  ^\rmt  to  resti'ain  sometliing  at  the  top  of  die  food  chain,  you  must  gi\  e liim  something  to 
feai'.  A god  \rill  ^^■ork  nicehr 

This  IS  die  reason  Indians  belie\e  in  die  Elemental  forces:  Eiu'di,  Eire,  \\dnd,  and  ^^Ater.  Each 
of  these  forces  is  alh  e,  and  each  has  a god  to  be  respected  and  revered.  The  god  of  ^vater  sai's, 

“Don’t  over-fish  my  oceans.  Don’t  screw  with  the  directions  of  my  rivers.  Don’t  do  anything  to 
disrupt  the  delicate  equilibriums  I’ve  set  up.”  In  short,  don’t  play  god. 

Next,  ^ve  add  one  god  for  each  of  die  impoitant  animals.  ^^T’\'e  got  die  beaver  god,  die  Untie 
god,  die  pandier  god,  and  die  ivolf  god,  just  to  name  a fe^M  Indian  religions  like  to  say  diat 
diese  animals  talk  to  us  sometimes.  But  linguistic  science  proiTs  diis  to  be  a well-meaning  exag- 
geration. Instead,  let’s  sa\'  tiiat  die  animals  iinderstRiid  us,  and  we  understand  diem. 
understand  die  reason  diey  must  exist,  imd  die  functions  diei'  must  sen  e in  order  to  keep  the 
^vilole  pkuiet  in  good  working  order.  In  Uim,  die  animals  understand  diat  sometimes  dieir  pur- 
jiose  is  to  be  our  food.  As  a part  of  diat  iinderstanding,  ^ve  humans  ai'e  obligated  to  sho\^'  a spe- 
cial respect  for  die  beuigs  diat  ai'e  sacrificing  dieir  li\  es  to  become  our  eiiergi’.  must  coop- 
erate vidi  them  by  rielding  to  dieir  needs  both  before  and  after  \ve  eat  diem.  should  not, 

for  instance,  toiture  fish  we’ve  just  caught  by  dragging  them,  alti’e,  dirough  die  i^'ater.  It  is  our 
diiw  to  give  diem  a quick  and  painless  deadi.  Test  ive  incur  die  ^M'adi  of  die  many  gods  beloiv 
our  feet. 

To  many  of  die  ^^■este^l  religions,  hoivei’er,  god  isn’t  doim  beloiv  us.  He  is  up  diere,  amongst 
die  clouds,  out  of  reach  and  out  of  eai'shot.  Tliis  gives  man  a periection  he  can  emy,  emulate, 
and  suii  e for.  Periection  is  aluuide.  \Miich  explains  ^vh^'  man  is  so  bent  on  ha\ing  liis  sUuic- 
Uires  be  the  tallest  dungs  on  tins  planet.  It  makes  Man  nearest  to  god  and  helps  peipeUiate  die 
illusion  diat  Man  is  die  closest  tiling  to  god  of  tins  pkmet.  Mid  just  look  at  die  destruction  diat 
ideolog}’  has  caused. 

These  “god-is-iip”  religions  befiei  e in  die  superionU'  of  hmiian  life  aboi’e  all  else  because  it’s 
just  die  easiest,  most  clear-cut  way  to  not  impinge  upon  die  hmiian  experience.  If  >'ou  simply 
beliei'e  tiiat  hiinian  life  is  die  onl\'  lit'e  ii  oitli  anitliing,  you  can  sleep  tight  after  a night  of  log- 
ging die  forest. 

This  system  is  not  self-sufficient,  but  instead  is  self-defeating  imd  seif-desUoiing.  So  it  needs 
soniediing  else  to  help  perpeuiate  it;  it  needs  to  be  imbued  \ritii  new  life,  or  new  deadi.  Chop 
do^^ll  one  more  acre  and  pa\  e o\'er  it.  Hunt  to  extincUon  die  next  meatiest  species.  Mid  sup- 
poit  die  s>'steni  diat  way.  But  in  die  end  it  won’t  last;  die  si'stem  is  pai'asitic.  It  can’t  sunti’e 
\ridiout  a suong  host.  Granted,  Modier  E^utli  is  pretty^  sUong  and  somewhat  resilient,  but  it’s 
onh'  a matter  of  time  before  she  can  no  longer  sustain  us.  It’s  die  new  fonii  of  culuiral  canni- 
balism: a culuire,  eating  away  at  itself  - all  die  while  blindly  belie\ing  it  must  do  so  to  sunti  e. 

They  say  die  taste  of  human  flesh  can  dim  e a man  insane.  Tliis  time  die  flesh  is  our  creature- 
conifoited,  economic  world.  This  flesh  tastes  like  godliness,  or  die  closest  dung  to  it.  Mid  now 
ive’re  addicted  to  tiiis  flesh.  Mwa\’s,  we  must  ha\  e it  chmming  in  die  stomachs  of  anmgant 
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men. 


Blincf  I rust 

Aldo  Romeo 
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Mary  Spadaro 
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Mary  Spadaro 
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Ellen  Rebman 


tin  ^Ar*'erican  to  f?e  Sac[ 

Cynthia  White 


Pride 

Just  married 
Love 

MY 

Husband  shipped 
Where  to? 

A world  of  troublesome  turmoil 
I call  God 
He  doesn't  answer 
Can  he  hear  my  cries? 

Pride 

Pain 

Agony 

Fear 

Baby  Brother 
Diploma 

In  one  hand 

Rifle 

In  the  other 
MY 

Baby  Brother 
A written  letter 
Returned 
Undeceived 

Srill  un-received 
Government  decide 
Just  another  Fucking  Number 
Corruption 
No  conceived  motives 
Regret 
Dismay 


Pride 

Grab  the  remote 

Television  Lies 

Breaking  News 

See  only  what  they  allow 

Filtered 

Half  truths 

Over 

It  is  just  begun 
Land  of  the  Free 
Home 

Of  the  Brave 
Lie 
Cheat 
Invade 

Dig  a shallow  grave 
Pride 

Everywhere  I stare 
American  flags  hang 
There 

How  can  I be  proud? 
Given  the 
Unhltered 
Truth  of 

MY 

America 

No  one  wants  to  see 
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It  ^11  trirf:Ies  c[own 

Kathleen  Swain 

The  cat  crawls  around  my  neck  and  I stand  still  but  spin  at  the  same  time  into  this  oblivion  that 
is  my  world,  my  mind.  I'm  caught  in  the  undertow  of  what  I have  created,  what  I have  brought 
about,  and  I'm  struggling  to  breathe.  I wonder  and  wonder  what  am  I?  Wdio  have  I become?  I 
tn'  but  not  hard  enough.  I can't  stop  thinking  about  how  tlie  cat  mapped  itself  around  my  shoul- 
ders and  how  you  stood  there  and  watched  me  and  laughed  because  you  thought  we'd  fall  but  I 
tried  my  hardest  and  I stood  up  straight.  I can't  stop  thinking  about  how  your  toes  curled  and  tlie 
veins  in  your  arms  stood  out.  I can't  stop  thinking  abont  thinlcing  and  ^vhy  I think  what  I think.  I 
feel  like  I'm  caught  in  a drain  where  the  water  swirls  down  but  slo^vly,  so  slowiy  that  you  don't 
even  realize  that  the  water  is  moving.  I can't  stop  swirling  in  this  puddle  and  I hate  it  because  it's 
limbo,  it's  purgatoiw  , and  eveiyone  is  caught  in  the  middle  and  waiting,  waiting  for  me.  I make 
decisions  but  tliey're  not  ones  that  people  want.  I am  so  caught  up  in  wiiat  people  want  and  what 
I want  and  what  people  want  for  me.  I hate  being  in  control  yet  I do  these  things  to  myself  to 
make  myself  be  in  control.  They're  not  good  things,  not  even  bad  diings,  they're  jnst  things  and  I 
don't  w^ant  to  do  them  but  they  are  done  an\wa>^  I w^asted  so  much  gas  on  you  the  driving,  all 
the  driving,  but  it  doesn't  matter  now.  I'd  rather  pay  for  all  the  gas  in  the  world  tlian  risk  my  sani- 
tv'  as  I'm  doing  now.  I can't  crv^  any  more,  for  reasons  I can't  explain  except  the  fact  that  I hav^e 
no  more  tears  to  cn'  and  that  I have  finally  realized  that  it  does  nothing.  Just  when  I think  that  I 
have  made  a good  and  concrete  decision  in  my  life  I realize  that  nothing  is  concrete,  that  it  is  all 
just  ctuicksand  and  I'm  sinking,  sinking,  sinking,  slowiy  sinking,  and  die  more  I struggle  to  get  out 
the  deeper  I work  myself  in.  I feel  like  throwing  up  and  eating  the  world  at  the  same  time.  I was 
called  a hopeless  romantic  v^esterday,  someone  v\  ho  expects  too  mnch  out  of  people  and  is 
inevitably  disappointed.  Wlio  are  we  to  judge  others,  who  are  w e to  judge  ourselves?  Does  any- 
one else  think  this  much?  Wliy  did  I hurt  myself  so  bad  when  I hurt  you?  Am  I really  feeling 
this  w'ay  or  am  I trving  to  convince  myself  that  I feel  this  w ay?  Am  I a good  person?  This  ques- 
tion infects  my  mind  w orse  than  any  other  cpiestion.  You  make  me  doubt  things  that  I nev^er 
ev  en  thought  to  ciuestion  in  mv'  entire  life  and  I hate  you  for  it  and  I love  you  for  it  at  the  same 
time.  You  make  me  admit  things  out  loud  to  you  that  I've  never  even  admitted  to  myself  in  my 
own  mind.  All  the  tilings  mix  together,  the  Egyptians  and  the  Italians  and  the  Irish  and  the  cheat- 
ing and  divnrce  and  the  fathers  and  English  and  the  calaniari  and  the  dark  green  cars  and  the 
matching  shirts  and  bubbles  and  collages  and  obitnaries  and  the  photography  and  that  picture  of 
the  trees  with  the  path  and  I feel  like  I'm  looking  ont  and  I'm  about  to  walk  out  of  diose  trees, 
out  of  that  path  and  I don't  w^aiit  to  walk  out  alone  and  I have  to  make  a decision  because  life  is 
all  about  decisions.  I'm  afraid  to  walk  out  of  that  jiatli  alone  but  I hav  e to  but  I want  you  there 
beside  me  to  hold  my  hand  and  behind  me  to  catch  me  when  I fall  and  in  front  of  me  to  make 
sure  eventhing  is  okay  ahvays.  I'm  standing  at  the  edge  of  those  trees  w anting  someone  there 
with  me  but  I know'  I have  to  walk  out  of  them  alone;  so  I reach  nji  and  take  the  cat  off  of  my 
shoulders  and  listen  to  her  as  the  bell  you  put  around  her  neck  jingles  and  I put  her  down  and  I 
take  a step.  And  another  step,  and  another,  and  then  I'm  walking  and  I'm  w alking,  and  I'm  run- 
ning, and  I'm  out  in  that  open  field,  and  I'm  by  mv'self.  And  I'm  okay  but  I reach  my  hand  out 
an^rvav  and  die  re  >'ou  are  and  vmi  take  it. 
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John  Emmett  Gimpert 


Deatli 


on 


a wisp  and  leash 
to  wTist  is  tied- 

fresh  air  like  cool  water 
a moment  after  smoke: 
tliese  lungs,  a coal-miner's, 
two  tarred  leatlier  sacks, 
tw^o  oil-slick  sea-birds. 

smiling,  a hunter 

holds  my  swans  single-hand 

necks  wrapped,  bellies  black. 

each  night  I sigh 
before  rest,  one  breatli 
more  brief  than  last. 
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Entanglecf 

Richard  H.  Jarman 


Should  I?  Should  we? 

A tiny  sheet,  die  remaining  fig  leaf, 

The  last  vestige  of  modest}^ 

Come  let  me... 

There's  still  time... 

No,  there  was  never  time. 

No  indecisions  or  re\isions  now. 

Awareness,  awakening,  arousal 
I have  thee  and  yet  not. 

Collided,  combined,  conjoined. 

Coming  completely 

From  somewhere  deep  witiiin. 

The  nucleation  of  longing 

A lifetime's  battlements  breached. 

The  dykes  of  deliberate  defenses  downed. 
Embraced,  entangled,  enveloped, 

Entry^  through  tiie  low  door 
A newly  fertile  Eden  irrigated. 

Surrendered,  sinews  taut. 

Straining  against  the  Spring  tide 
Sweeping  against  passion's  shore. 

Smiting  the  last  shudder  of  urgent  ecstasy 
Against  the  groaning  headboard. 

Stepp'd  in  so  far. 

The  river  irrevocably  crossed, 

SafeU^'s  bridge  on  the  rocks  lies  smashed: 
Future  uncertain,  direction  unknowTi, 

We  follow  love's  siren  whither  it  calls. 
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Ir  Illusion 


Stacey  Simcik 


!as  mujeres  Je  Xuarez:  la 
persegui(|cra  y las  perseguiqas 

For  the  Women  of  Juarez:  The  Haunted... and  the  Hunted 

Ron  Friedman 

"The  word  'death'  is  not  pronounced  in  New  York,  Paris  or  London,  because  it  burns  the  lips. 
The  Mexican  in  contrast,  is  fainili^ir  with  death,  jokes  about  it,  caresses  it,  sleeps  with  it,  celebrates 
it,  it  is  one  of  his  favorite  toys  and  most  steadfast  love."  - Ocatvio  Paz  from  La  Ofrenda.:  The  Days 
of  the  Dead 


^rSabes  tu  cnanta  energia  he  perdido  lamentandome? 

Yo  soy  la  pila  de  huesos  que  ellos  encontraron. 

Do  you  know  how  much  energy  I spend  in  grieving? 

I am  strong  and  frail,  the  set  of  bones  they  found.  The  bones  they  said  were  yours. 

But  the  fingers  were  too  short,  stubby. 

Yours  slipped  like  skinny  cats  tlirough  the  planks  of  tlie  back  fence. 

Your  fingers  slid  through  your  inky  hair  like  rich,  elegant  pens. 

But  my  fingers  are  old  now.  Old  and  stubby,  stained  like  fossils  from  wTiting  letters.  Old  with 
mute  noise  scratched  on  papeiy^  appeals.  Old  from  twisting  ear  lobes  and  lips  and  spinning 
sti  ands  of  hair  stained  red  with  tears.  Yo  soy  la  pila  de  huesos  de  ella  a te. 

I am  your  bones  now,  Silvia.  Your  scarred  remmns  my  only  beauty  maik.  I stare  at  the  image  in 
aw^e,  much  like  I stood  cariying  you  to  die  mirror  when  you  sat  pregnant  inside  me.  Long  and 
bony  dien,  too. ..but  alive.  How  I knew  you.  My  mysteiy^  girl.  The  mystery  girl  I would  spend 
my  lifetime  knowing  and  loving.  That  mystery  now  buried  beneadi  die  bitter  shrubs  of  Ju^ez. 

And  I choke  on  this  mound  of  dirt. 

I am  buried  diere  widi  you.  My  baby.  Where  are  you  my  baby?  Where  are  you,  Silvia? 

I hear  your  laugh  in  my  bones.  I hear  your  screams  in  my  bones.  Wliat  did  those  monsters 
(cabrones)  do  to  you?  Did  diey  pull  you  off  the  shelf  like  a bag  of  chips? 

Did  diey  crush  eveiy^  gram  of  dignity  from  you? 

A dignity  that  adorned  you  like  new'  baby's  blood! 

I cannot  think  of  you  like  that.  My  eyes  close  and  the  darkness  surrounds  your  life... you  dancing 
in  die  garden  of  weeds  diat  grew  like  good  neighbors  in  our  backyai  d.  My  eyes  close  on  die 
dancing  rings  of  marigolds  tied  loosely  to  your  hair.. .to  you  kissing  abuelita's  leadiery  hands. 

Mis  ojos  cierran  y la  obscuridad  me  rodea.  My  eyes  close  on  die  black  crosses  and  darkness  sur- 
rounds my  life... I fear  it  will  close  me  off  from  you... you  from  me-like  die  night  shuts  a window' 
on  die  day.. .But,  my  Baby-don't  you  worry... I won't  let  it.  You  will  stay  widi  me  until  El  Hijo  del 
Dios  conies  down  and  fills  us  both  with  light.  Ah,  mi  nihita,  no  te  niolestes...yo  no 
perniitelo.  Tii  te  quedare  conmigo  hasta  Jesus  Cristos  viene  y nos  llene  junto  con  luz. 
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art  of  tfie  Arrigc  Parf  series J 

Roger  Darrigrand 
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Wilda  Morris 


For  jazz  composer  Orbert  Davis 


If  you  were  sitting  at  the  round  table 

with  the  rest  of  your  quintet 

what  music  w^ould  fashion  itself 

in  your  mind,  reverberate 

for  the  first  time  in  your  ears? 

Would  the  drummer  open 

the  egg  roll  into  a cadenza, 

the  cellist  pluck  shrimp 

from  the  Szechuan  sauce, 

the  saxophone  string  out 

the  bamboo  strips, 

while  your  trumpet  announced 

the  red  peppers? 

Would  the  pianist  give  the  cookie 
fortune  a unique  interpretation? 
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Mercedas  Cassata 


Hie  First  Artist 

Tania  Blanco 
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as sac re 


Alison  Woldman 
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spring  Cleaning 


Aldo  Romeo 


DcnV  See  How  It 
Ia/oh  t ^^t  Vv/crse 

John  M.  Kuharik 


"I'm  sure  he  didn't  drop  it  on  purpose,"  said  Jennifer. 

"You  don't  know  that  Besides,  it  don't  matter  if  he  did  it  on  pnrpose  or  not,"  replied 
Helen.  "He's  not  careful  with  my  things-always  droppin  somethin."  A wistful  sigh.  "Wait  and  see 
what  else  he  accidentally  drops  today." 

A pale  sun  overhead.  The  broken  drawer  of  a nightstand  lay  nearby.  The  women  were 
on  hands  and  knees  in  the  parched  summer  fescue  along  die  walkway.  Bending  forward,  they 
sorted  through  a spilled  tangle  of  Helen's  things:  necklaces,  fingernail  clippers,  bracelets,  ear 
plugs,  rings,  pack  of  breath  mints,  barrettes,  colored  scarves,  bnttons,  receipts,  a botde  of  Tylenol, 
combs,  pens,  slips  of  paper  with  phone  nnmbers,  ChapSdck,  and  a few  nickels  and  pennies. 

"You  have  a lot  of  jewelry,"  said  Jennifer,  wanting  to  change  the  subject. 

"I  hardly  ever  wear  any  of  these.  I got  two  good  necklaces  I wear  all  the  time."  Helen 
touched  her  throat  and  hngered  the  brushed-gold  hummingbird  and  slender  gold  chain  that  hung 
around  her  neck.  "This  here's  one." 

"That's  nice,"  said  Jennifer,  taking  time  to  give  it  a proper  look.  "Claude  give  it  to  you?" 

"Mmm." 

"I  don't  have  any  real  jewelry  yet,"  said  Jennifer.  "Except  what  my  mother  gave  me  for 
graduation."  She  pushed  her  curls  away  from  her  ears  to  reveal  two  gold  studs.  "Maybe  Stoney  will 
give  me  something  for  our  first  anniversary." 

A bluejay  dropped  from  a nearby  sumac  bush,  bounced  once  or  twice,  and  cocked  an  eye 
at  the  baubles.  It  pointed  its  beak  at  a lone  pearl  earring  some  distance  from  the  tangle.  The 
women  looked  up--snrprised,  but  not  startled.  Jennifer  waved  an  arm  at  tire  bird.  It  flashed  its 
wings  and  jumped  a few  feet  away  from  them,  but  remained  on  the  ground  where  it  continued  to 
bounce,  and  jerk  its  head  in  the  manner  of  birds  with  large  beaks.  Jennifer  reached  for  the  pearl. 

"He's  OK,"  said  Helen.  "I  don't  care  if  he  takes  anything." 

"Is  that  a real  pearl?" 

"Who  knows?"  said  Helen,  without  looking  up.  "Who  knows  if  any  of  it’s  real?" 

"YVJiat  do  you  mean?"  asked  Jennifer.  She  teased  up  a section  of  necklace  entangled  with 
what  looked  easily  like  a dozen  more.  She  leaned  in  for  a closer  look  at  its  clasp.  "This  is  four- 
teen karat  gold." 

"Men  give  you  things,"  replied  Helen,  as  she  collected  bracelets  into  a separate  pile.  She 
shrugged.  "I  don't  care  to  look  at  them  too  close." 

"Who  gave  you  this?"  Jennifer  held  up  a silver  parrot  with  a yellow  and  red  beak. 


Helen  touched  it,  but  didn't  take  it.  "My  first  husband  Leonard,  when  we  lived  downstate. 
It’s  probably  junk.  Know  what  he  did,  the  cheap  bastard?  I took  my  diamond  engagement  ring  to 
be  appraised  after  our  divorce?  Guess  what?  It  wasn't  a real  diamond.  I called  him  and  told  him, 
and  you  know  what  he  says  to  me?" 

"Wliat?" 

"He  said  someone  must  have  switched  it.  I said  wLo  on  earth  could  have  switched  it?  He 
said  ‘one  of  diose  times  you  had  it  cleaned.’  ” Helen  paused,  and  setded  back  on  her  heels.  "The 
cheap  bastard  always  had  an  answer  for  everythin. " 

"Who  gave  you  these?"  Jennifer  held  a pair  of  diamond  earrings  in  her  palm. 

Helen  touched  her  friend's  hand.  'Jen,  please.  I'm  not  up  for  diese  questions." 


Where  the  w^alkway  met  the  graveled  drive,  two  men  stood  inside  the  back  of  an  Avis 
rental  truck,  resting,  watching  the  w^omen.  They  were  far  enough  away  that  the  women's  conversa- 
tion could  have  been  mistaken  for  murmured  prayers.  Claude,  at  forty-two,  w^as  breatiring  hard. 
He  leaned  on  his  own  bedroom  chest  as  he  waited  for  the  lift-gate  to  rise.  Stoney  sneezed  and 
pinched  his  nose.  "Smells  like  old  cardboard  in  here." 

The  men  had  lined  the  w^alkway  leading  to  the  back  door  of  tire  bungalow^  witii  lighter 
objects  for  tire  women  to  finish  cariying  into  the  house-assorted  small  boxes,  kitchen  chairs,  laun- 
drV'  baskets,  lamps,  a white  hamper,  curtain  rods,  a birdfeeder,  and  the  nightstand  with  its  now' 
broken  draw'er.  Stoney  wasn't  breathing  hard.  Loading  books  on  and  off  carts  everyday  at 
Borders  for  the  past  six  months  had  shaped  him  up.  He  looked  at  Helen's  ass  stuck  up  in  tire  air, 
pink  thong  peeping  above  tight  black  w'orkout  shorts.  His  wife,  Jennifer  wouldn't  wear  a thong-a 
minor  thing  really,  but  all  the  same... 

Claude  lifted  his  chin  toward  the  women.  "Helen  ain't  the  woman  you  think  you're  seeing." 
His  lips  were  pressed  together  and  he  looked  to  Stoney  as  if  he  w'as  about  to  spit. 

Stoirey  witir  his  shirt  off,  felt  his  face  warm  at  the  remark.  He  didn't  want  to  ask  Claude 
what  he  meant.  He  guessed  he'd  been  showing  too  much  interest  in  Helen.  Claude  had  a few 
gray  hairs  now,  but  he  could  still  go  off  on  yon.  He  looked  at  Claude,  then  back  at  Helen. 

Earlier  he  had  watched  as  she  tied  her  dark  hair  in  a ponytail,  and  he  liked  the  way  she  looked  iir 
her  pink  tank  top.  Wheir  he  noticed  Claude  was  w'atching  him,  Stoney  had  tried  to  keep  his  face 
passive  and  go  witir  the  only  safe  compliirrent  he  could  think  of:  "She  looks  fit." 

This  time  he  didn't  say  anyiJring. 

"She  w'^atches  Law  And  Order,"  said  Claude. 

Stoney  raised  his  eyebrow^s.  "I  w^atch  Law  Aird  Order." 

Claude  looked  at  the  younger  man.  "Every  night?" 

"Well,  no.  But  I like  the  show,"  said  Stoney. 

"Re-runs  are  on  eveiy^  iright  at  seven  and  eight,"  said  Claude,  squinting  toward  his  new 
house.  "You  know^  I w'ork  swing  shift.  Nights  I'm  not  home,  I don't  give  a shit.  But,  Friday,  and 
Sunday,  she  won't  miss  the  new'  ones  on  prime  time  for  nothing." 

"Special  Victims  Unit,"  said  Stoney,  nodding  his  head.  "Criminal  Intent." 

"Wlrat?" 

"The  oires  on  prime  time." 

"You  krrow  something  about  this?"  asked  Claude,  cocking  his  head. 

"I  watch  the  show  is  all  I'm  saying." 

46  "Is  that  what  yon  do  on  Friday  night?  You  watch  back-to-back  Law  And  Order,  like  they 


have  it  on  all  the  time  now?" 

"No." 

"Damn  right,  no.  You  go  out,  don't  you?  You  and  Jen." 

"Yeah,  usually." 

"Where  you  go?" 

"The  Beacon." 

"Still  go  to  tlie  Beacon?" 

"Yeah.  They  got  die  band." 

"You  two  go  alone?" 

Stoney  shrugged.  "Rick  and  Patsy,  they  go  with  us  if  they  can  get  a babysitter." 

"That's  what  I'm  sa\ing,"  said  Claude. 

"What?" 

"We  don't  go  out  aminore." 

You  don't  go  to  the  Beacon?" 

"We  don't  go  nowhere." 

Stoney  glanced  at  JJelen's  ass  again.  He  couldn't  help  it.  Claude  pulled  on  his  gloves. 
"Ready?" 

"Yeah,"  said  Stoney.  They  hefted  the  chest  onto  the  lift,  and  Stoney  hit  the  down  button. 

Riding  to  die  ground,  Claude  and  Stoney  continued  to  watch  the  women,  who,  climbing 
to  their  feet,  appeared  to  have  given  up  untangling  the  necklaces.  "We  get  inside,"  said  Claude, 

"tr\'  not  banging  into  aiiythiiig-Helen's  all  over  me  today  as  it  is." 

The  bluejay  appeared  to  give  up  on  its  chance  for  a free  prize;  it  hopped  up  into  the 
sumac  and  squawked  a couiile  of  times.  Jennifer  held  open  a plastic  Dominick's  bag;  Helen 
loaded  in  the  handful  of  golden  and  silvery  stiings,  the  bracelets,  and  all  the  rings  and  pins.  Then 
Jennifer  reached  down,  snatched  up  the  bright  mix  of  scarves  with  one  hand,  and  the  Tylenol  and 
Chapstick  with  the  other.  "Get  those  earplugs  too,"  said  Helen.  They  left  the  rest  to  the  risk  of 
ti  ampling  by  the  men,  and  headed  into  the  house. 

'Jen  looks  good  with  colors,  doesn't  she?"  said  Stoney.  He  tugged  at  the  crotch  of  his 

jeans. 

Claude  blew  air  between  his  lips.  "Forget  sex,"  he  said.  "Law  And  Order  is  what  we're 
down  to  now.  Law  And  fucking  Order.  That's  it." 

Stoney  tried  to  put  anotiier  blank  look  on  his  face.  Wliat  could  he  say  to  that? 

The  men  WTestied  the  chest  into  the  kitchen,  through  tire  hall,  and  into  the  larger  of  two 
bedrooms.  Huffing  and  staggering,  bumping  the  walls,  tirey  set  it  down  near  the  indentations  in 
the  carpet  where  tire  previous  owrrers  had  probably  placed  a similar  chest. 

Walking  back  out  to  tire  truck,  tirey  passed  the  woirren,  who  were  now  in  tire  batirroonr. 
Claude  kept  irroving,  but  Stoirey  placed  a hand  on  the  doorfrairre  and  leaned  in.  "Working  hard, 
girls?"  Heleir  on  her  krrees  agaiir,  tirong  showing  again,  was  placing  cleaning  products  under  the 
siirk,  and  making  some  noise  doing  it.  She  didn't  say  air\thing  or  even  look  up,  which  suggested 
to  Stoney  she  wasn't  in  the  mood  for  goofing  around.  Jennifer  was  stacking  half-used  tubes  of  lip- 
stick, hand  creams,  toothpaste,  aird  various  lotions  and  sprays  onto  tire  plastic  shelves  behind  the 
mirror  in  the  medicine  cabinet.  She  looked  at  Stoney,  licked  her  lips,  and  blew  him  a leiss. 
"Harder  than  you,"  she  said,  damp  curls  around  her  face.  "You  have  your  shirt  off." 

"Too  hot,"  said  Stoney,  gianning.  He  noticed  the  greenish  brass  fixtures  on  tire  sink, 
which  reminded  him  of  his  gTandmother's  house  in  Berwyn.  They  were  like  what?  Fifty  years 
old?  He  blew  Jen  a kiss,  and  tiren  hurried  to  catch  up  witir  Claude. 

Riding  the  lift-gate,  Stoney  said,  "That  guy  on  Criminal  Intent-whafs  his  name?  The  47 


main  detective....  I forget  his  name." 

"The  prettA'  boy?" 

"Yeah.  The  main  guy." 

"WTat  about  him?" 

"I  tliink  he's  clever.  The  way  he  questions  suspects.  Like  he  kno^vs  what  tliey  did,  but  he 
has  to  figure  tlieir  motive.  All  tire  while,  he  comes  across  like  he's  hanuless.  One  night..." 

"Maybe  \'ou  don't  get  me  about  Law  And  Order,"  said  Claude. 

1 got  you. 

"You  don't  got  me.  If  you  got  me,  you  wouldn't  be  bringing  it  up." 

"I  got  \'ou,"  said  Stouey.  The  lift  stopped  and  tire  men  stepped  into  the  truck.  Stoney 
sneezed  at  tire  cai'dboard  smell  again,  and  mbbed  his  nose  ^^itll  tire  back  of  his  \mst.  They 
walked  to^^'ard  a long  dresser  midway  back.  Claude  stopped,  took  tlie  glo\'e  off  his  right  hand, 
and  rubbed  tire  middle  of  his  forehead  \nth  his  fingertips. 

"Goddamn,  if  nw'  life  hasn't  turned  to  shit." 


The  women  reUirned  to  tire  yard.  Helen  tore  tape  off  boxes,  looking  for  blankets  for  the 
bed.  "We  should  have  maiTed  tlrese,"  said  Jennifer. 

"He  don't  put  notlrin  in  tire  house,"  said  Helen,  pulling  out  folded  blue  sheets  and  clanrping 
tlreirr  under  her  left  anrr.  "Not  a loaf  of  bread,  not  a roll  of  toilet  paper-notlrin,"  she  said,  \'oice  ris- 
ing. 

"Shhh,"  said  Jennifer,  frowiring,  looking  towai'd  tire  PTick. 

"Don't  shush  me.  He  drinks  tire  last  pop,  eats  tire  last  banana  and  don't  sa\'  shit.  I come 
home  from  work,  \'ou  kirow?  Fight  nr}^  ass  dorm  Napenille  Road  at  rush  hour,  and  tlrere's  dishes 
in  tire  sink."  She  looked  at  her  friend  aird  rubbed  tire  side  of  her  right  hand  along  her  cheek. 
"Kirow  rvhat  I mean,  Jennifer?  The  big  nroner^  from  his  motlrer  is  gone,  aird  tlrere's  a full  day  of 
dishes  in  tire  sink.  Not  even  rinsed.  Front  room  ain't  picked  up.  Shit."  Helen  clenched  her  fists. 
'Just  doing  notlrin  but  sittin  tirere  watchin  TV'^  all  day.  Like  rvorking  srring  shift  makes  him  tire 
royal  prince  or  sonretirin." 

Jennifer  found  tire  blairkets  and  pulled  tlreirr  out  of  tireir  box.  She  placed  her  hand  on 
Helen's  shoulder;  felt  tire  woman  ti'enrbling.  They  headed  into  the  house. 

"Aird  now,"  said  Helen,  teai's  running,  "Way  out  here  in  tire  rvoods  in  Warremille  some- 
where? WJrat  am  I gonna  do?  I don't  see  how  it  won't  get  worse."  She  paused  to  r\ipe  at  her 
tears  \Ctir  her  finger  tips.  "Only  way  we're  gettin  along  now,  is  sta>in  out  of  each  otirer's  way." 


Half  hour  later,  heaw  feet  as  the  men  tirreaded  tireir  way  tirrough  tire  remaiiring  items  in 
tire  tmck.  "Hey,  what's  tiris?"  asked  Stoney.  He  pointed  to  a golf  bag  mtir  rvhat  looked  like  a rifle 
butt  sticking  out  among  the  club  heads. 

"Old  pellet  gun,"  said  Claude. 

Stone>'  pulled  it  out.  "Still  work?" 

"^\^rat?" 

"Does  it  work?"  Stoney  cocked  the  gun  and  ^^'aIked  to  tire  edge  of  tire  PTick  before  Claude 
could  answer.  He  sighted  along  the  baiTel  and  pulled  tire  utigger.  It  went  off.  "Hev,  I got 

48  tire  sucker." 


Claude  walked  up  fast.  "Got  what  sucker?" 

"A  bird."  He  pointed.  "See?  Under  tliat  bush.  It’s  still  moving." 

Claude  searched  the  ground  until  he  saw  tlie  shot  blnejay  flicking  around  on  its  side  in  die 
dried  leaves.  "You  son  of  a bitch,"  he  said,  snatching  the  gun  from  die  younger  man. 

"What  I do?"  asked  Stoney. 

"You  shoot  a bird  right  here  in  my  yard?" 

"They  got  a law  here?" 

"I  don't  know  if  they  got  a law."  Claude  frowned,  or  maybe  sneered-Stoney  wasn't  sure 
wTich.  "I  don't  give  a shit  if  diey  got  a law^" 

Stoney  held  his  palms  open  in  front  of  him.  "It's  a bird.  So  what?" 

Claude  took  off  a glove  and  ran  his  hand  over  his  face.  "You  don't  know^  shit,  do  you? 
Helen  loves  those  birds.  Birds  are  about  die  last  things  make  her  smile  now'.  Why  \'ou  drink 
we're  moving  out  here?" 

Tight  face  on  Stoney.  "I'm  sorr>^  Claude.  Really,  I am.  I didn't  know'." 

"She  sees  a dead  bird,  she's  cr\dng  all  night." 

"I  didn't  know." 

"Fuckin-A,  Stoney." 

"I  didn't  know.  I said  I'm  soriy." 

"You  carried  the  birdfeeder  off  die  truck!" 

Stoney  shook  his  head.  Both  men  stared  at  the  bluejay,  now  motionless  in  the  dead 
leaves.  Clande  suddenly  pushed  at  Stoney's  shoulder.  "What  are  you  w'aiting  for?"  he  said. 

"Get  diat  fuckin  bird  out  of  here  before  she  sees  it." 
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Marie  Zubinski 


50 


Alone 

John  Emmett  Gimpert 


when  man  balanced 
upon  two  and  not  four, 
when  man  lifted 
slowly  his  thinking  eyes 
above  the  African  plain, 
in  waves  did  he  see 
the  windswept  wheat 
tiding  toward  him  alone. 

and  having  among  clouds 
found  no  familiar  faces, 
and  hearing  that  same 
wind  rustle  leaves 
like  rivers  rippling, 
a distant  sun  cast 
its  self  cool. 

wiien  he  was  far  from 
the  flock  and  saw^ 
beneath  his  able  feet 
that  still-eyed  prey 
of  his,  fallen 
among  bramble: 

man  made  God. 
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Rita  Puishes 


Strolling  near  lofty 
girders  a human  blue  jay 
trills  her  good-looking 
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Kari  Timmers 


Yellow  bellied  buzzards 
circle  around  the  Truth  and 
Pick  the  parts  that  suit  them 
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A wounded  Iracii  girl.  March  29,  2003. 

Front  line  crossfire  ripped  apart  an  Iraip  family  on  SaPirda\'.  The  four  year  old  girl, 
blood  streaming  from  an  e\n  wound,  was  screaming  for  her  dead  mother,  while  her 
father,  shot  in  a leg,  begged  to  be  freed  from  the  plastic  naistenffs  slapped  on  him  b\' 
U.S.  marines,  so  he  eonld  ling  his  other  terrified  daughter. 
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Look  at  Her  Eyes. 
b>'  Damir  Sagotj 
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Joan  Fliege 
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Dorm 

Antoinette  Traynok 
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I ripty  tfi 

Kathrin  Weber 


Triptych  /triptik/  n : a picture  or 
carving  in  three  panels  side  by  side 

He 

He  drives  tlirough  the  night,  he  will  be  home  late,  but  his  wife  is  used  to  diat.  She  has 
ceased  waiting  for  him  a long  time  ago.  He  wonders  if  she  had  ever  waited  for  him.  Sometimes, 
when  he  comes  home  and  sees  how  taken  she  is  by  the  television,  or  how  much  fun  she  and  their 
two  daughters  have  without  him,  he  feels  like  an  intruder.  He  is  not  quite  sure,  but  a few 
evenings  ago  his  wife  and  the  older  daughter  changed  a look  that  seemed  to  say,  "Daddy's  home 
now,  fun  is  over." 

He  drives  fast,  he  loves  his  car,  a black,  solid  Mercedes  E 320.  Secure  and  accountable 
like  his  whole  life.  The  engine  is  very  quiet  even  at  240  km  per  hour.  He  enjoys  driving  fast, 
although  he  is  in  no  hurry  to  actually  arrive  at  home. 

"Home,"  he  wonders  with  a bitter  smile,  "where  or  what  is  home?" 

The  other  night,  with  his  head  lying  on  the  chest  of  a young  blonde  he  barely  knows,  he 
felt  at  home,  kind  of.  He  felt  in  peace,  and  tired,  and  he  didn't  think  about  his  office  or  his  wife. 
He  smiles,  remembering  how  he  staited  talking  about  his  years  in  the  army,  and  in  college.  He 
was  not  sure  why  he  came  up  with  that  stuff,  but  it  felt  good,  lying  there  and  talking,  and  she  lis- 
tened, and  laughed  and  caressed  his  head. 

She  is  not  his  first  adventure;  he  has  cheated  on  his  wife  before.  He  has  a feeling  tliat  this 
time  is  different,  although  he  is  not  sure  why.  Is  it  tlie  girl,  or  has  he  changed? 

"Getting  old,"  he  diinks,  smiling  again. 

He  stops  at  a gasoline  station,  to  smoke  a cigarette,  and  because  he  feels  no  urge  to  return 
home.  He  walks  into  the  small  store  to  get  coffee.  The  heavy  lady  behind  tlie  counter  looks  up 
from  her  newspaper,  as  he  grabs  a coffee. 

"The  later  the  night  the  stronger  the  coffee,"  the  woman  shakes  her  head,  laughing.  The 
pink  lipstick  matches  her  sweater,  and  her  hair  is  too  black  to  be  tine.  For  a moment  he  thinks 
diat  he  could  start  a conversation  with  tliat  motherly  woman,  at  least  he  would  spend  some  time, 
but  he  just  clears  his  throat  and  asks, 

"How  much?" 

"Two  fifty.  That's  it  Mister?  Notliing  else,  cigai'ettes  or  a nice  sandwich?" 

He  answers  in  negative  and  walks  out  into  the  night;  no  romantic  stars  above  his  head, 
Frankfurt  and  the  smog  are  too  close.  He  wonders  when  he  ceased  loving  his  wife.  He  seaiches 
his  mind  for  a specific  occasion,  for  a trigger,  but  there  is  only  emptiness,  and  a certainty  diat 
waking  up  one  morning,  he  stared  in  wonder  at  her,  thinking, 

"I  don't  love  you  anymore." 

He  still  remembers  her  motionless  body,  carried  away  by  dreams  unknown  and  unimpor- 
tant to  him,  and  how  she  suddenly  meant  nothing  to  him.  He  tried  to  recall  a moment  of  love, 
or  such  diing,  but  he  remembered  only  the  fumbling  under  die  blankets  a couple  of  weeks  earli- 
er. As  usual  she  was  lying  on  her  back  with  a blank  stare,  gi'oaning,  not  veiy  convincingly.  r/j 


As  usual  he  came  too  quick.  All  in  all  it  must  have  looked  more  like  a not  very  well  done  job 
tliiui  an  act  of  passion. 

It  is  a warm  night;  carefully  he  sits  in  front  of  his  car,  paying  attention  to  keep  his  expen- 
sive suit  clean.  He  spent  the  whole  day  sitting  in  his  car  and  in  meetings,  but  the  dark  gray  suit 
still  looks  fresh  and  cool.  Every  morning  he  wakes  up  early,  washes  away  the  tenderness  of  sleep, 
and  puts  on  one  of  his  darks  suits  and  a serious  face. 

He  likes  his  job.  The  numbers  and  statistics  are  reassuring,  and  he  likes  to  be  important. 
Success  came  easily.  He  worked  his  way  up,  and  people  must  think  of  him  as  a happy  person. 

He  has  it  all.  But  if  so,  why  does  he  feel  so  empty?  Lately  he  often  has  a certain  feeling,  as  if 
something  is  missing.  He  tried  to  augment  the  speed  of  his  work,  but  it  doesn't  help. 

Now,  that  girl  gave  him  some  rest.  And  a lot  of  tiouble.  Anyhow,  he  likes  how  she  is 
looking  up  to  him.  He  likes  how  she  enjoys  herself  and  apparently  his  body.  His  is  able  to  love 
her  for  a long  time,  and  that  gives  him  a good  feeling  too. 

It  was  nice  and  easy.  They  met  in  hotels,  had  nice  dinners,  nice  talks,  nice  sex.  She 
never  asked  for  anytliing  and  seems  quite  happy.  But  now  his  wife  found  out,  and  tonight  he 
must  go  home  and  do  sometliing,  say  something.  The  kids,  tlie  house,  the  mortgage,  tlie  rela- 
tives, the  neighbors,  the  list  goes  on  and  on. 

She  is  blonde  and  very  soft,  and  she  has  a way  of  twisting  her  leg  around  his  when  she 
falls  asleep. 

She 

Yes!  I am  angry,  and  yes  I'm  cndng,  and  Yes!  I'm  drunk,  veiy^  much  so,  and  don't  you  tell 
me  how  I should  behave!  You!  Of  all  tlie  people.  What?  Are  you  afraid  that  I'm  too  loud? 

You  mean  the  kids  could  hear  me?  They  should,  for  Heaven's  sake  tliey  should.  And  if  they 
wake  up  now  and  come  downstairs  YOU  can  explain  to  them  what  happened  - again! 

Tell  me,  if  you  are  so  afraid  of  what  the  kids  will  think,  why  did  you  cheat  on  me  in  the 
first  place?  Wliy?  Is  it  because  she  is  younger?  Does  it  make  you  feel  younger?  I saw  her  pic- 
tures! How  dare  she  give  you  tliese  photographs!  Naked  and  laughing  and  you  keep  this  in  my 
house,  how  could  you  do  that?  Did  you  take  these  photos?  Did  you  tell  her  what  a great  pho- 
tographer you  are? 

Is  it  for  her  tits?  Her  puppy  fat?  You  like  tliat?  You  told  me  all  the  years  you  like  slim 
silhouettes,  and  now  you  sleep  with  puppy  fat?  I never  lost  my  figure,  I still  have  tlie  same  size  I 
had  when  we  got  married,  did  you  know  that?  All  my  friends  became  fat,  but  not  me!  Yes,  I'm 
proud  of  that,  I take  care  of  my  body,  I won't  let  myself  go,  I have  a discipline. 

Oh  my  god,  my  motlier  always  told  me,  but  I didn't  listen.  I said, 

"No  mother,  not  my  Jeff.  He  is  different,  he  cares  about  his  family." 

Now  you  listen  to  me  carefully.  You  going  to  end  it,  now.  You  won’t  see  her  again.  Wliy 
must  I suffer  so  much?  I've  done  everything  for  you,  I raise  your  kids,  I wash  your  shirts. 
Without  me,  you  would  never  have  made  such  a career.  It  was  my  support,  and  now  after  every- 
thing, you  tliink  you  can  put  me  away  like  an  old  shoe?  On  no,  I won't  go.  We  will  stay  togetli- 
er,  and  next  month  is  Fride's  wedding,  and  we  will  go  tliere  together.  Go  tliere  and  smile. 

It 

I'm  so  happy.  Happy!  Happy!  I could  roll  tlie  word  over  my  tongue  like  a big  bubble 
gum  all  day  long.  I can  NOT  stop  tliinking  about  him,  uhhh,  little  tremble  over  my  skin,  I flush 
every  time  he  jumps  on  my  mind,  I can  feel  the  heat  in  my  cheeks  right  now,  crazy,  crazy. 

He  is  the  dearest,  kindest,  with  eyes  like  tender  buttons,  sometimes  green  and  sometimes 
58  not.  And  I do  NOT  want  to  listen  to  my  friends.  I do  not  want  to  listen,  I just  w^ant  to  lay 


here,  and  dream  of  him  and  stare  into  the  sun,  getting  a nice  tan  which  he  will  like,  and  drink 
wirat  I will  do  widr  him  die  next  time.  Look  at  the  geraniums,  drey  are  of  a different  red  today, 
so  bright,  and  dre  sky  above,  and  my  future,  all  light  and  shiny,  or  is  it  me?  No,  I won't  listen. 

Aird  yes,  I know  that  he  is  married,  and  no,  I do  not  care  about  that  either.  Patricia  told 
me  that  she  disapproves,  and  I know'  wiry.  Her  husband  is  his  age  and  could  run  awa}'  even^  day 
with  a litde  sorrre thing  like  myself.  I kirow'  her  fears,  but  what  can  I do?  Aird  Frieda  told  me  drat 
she  disapproves,  and  I kirow  why.  She  had  a husband-lover,  and  he  told  her  all  the  time  "Wait 
wait"  and  "I  will  tell  her",  but  he  never  did,  and  Frieda  spent  her  Christnrases  and  Easters  alone, 
aird  waiting,  aird  hoping,  and  hoping  less,  and  being  more  often  alone,  she  kirow's!  Well,  I don't 
want  to  know,  at  this  point.  Sure,  it  is  veiy  possible  that  I might  ciy  on  her  shoulders  in  a couple 
of  mondrs  when  the  summer  and  nry  tan  are  gone,  and  it  will  be  all, 

"Sob,  sob,  why  didn't  I listen..."  and  "I  told  you,  I told  you..." 

OK,  I'll  take  the  risk  because  it  is  too  nice  now^,  it  is  exciting,  and  I CAN  NOT  stop,  I 
don't  want  to.  It  feels  so  good,  and  I lost  four  pounds  already,  just  like  that,  and  he  sees  me 
beautiful  and  drerefore  I feel  beautiful,  and  I will  make  it  last  forever,  or  until  tomorrow',  I don't 
care.  Aird  Manuela, 

"Well,  you  are  not  18  amrrrore!" 

Wirat  is  drat  supposed  to  nrean?  I do  feel  like  18,  alright?  Look  at  the  flowers,  how'  they 
stretch  their  litde  heads  towar  ds  dre  sun,  drirsty  ballerinas  in  red  dresses,  and  he  is  nry  sun  arrd 
I'm  so  drirsty  and  his  hairds  are  the  best,  and  in  his  arms  I feel  like  an  enrbiyo  in  a big  sea  shell, 
so  protected. 

I will  see  him  a week  fronr  today,  so  many  hours.  Arrd  when  w'e  nreet  at  the  hotel,  I will 
bend  his  eyes  and  make  him  lay  dowir  on  the  bed,  and  I rvill  buy  a new^  dress,  a little  something 
made  of  a different  fabric,  cool  satin  nraybe,  or  one  of  these  tiny  net  things,  I will  see,  I have  the 
whole  w'eek.  And  a different  perfunre,  I nrust  smell  different,  I will  surprise  hinr  for  good,  I 
imagine  lemon  and  grapefruit  right  now,  not  vanilla.  Arrd  I'll  tell  hinr  that  he  cannot  touch  me, 
and  dren  I will  feed  hinr.  I will  buy  cheese  and  grapes  and  cheny  tonratoes  and  olives  and  little 
salty  brioches,  and  sw^eet  ones  too,  and  bittersweet  chocolate,  and  strawberries,  I think  he  likes 
strawberries.  I will  mix  it  all  togedrer,  he  won't  kirow^  if  sonredring  sidt>'  or  sweet  or  a kiss  will 
touch  his  lips,  and  I will  bring  music,  and  a different  wine,  nraybe  a diy  Gewairztraminer,  nraybe 
he  cannot  even  tell  if  it  is  a red  or  a wirite  wine  because  I think  it's  hard  to  tell  from  a good 
Gewurztranriner,  if  you  don't  see  the  color.  He  will  like  drat,  I kirow,  he  will  be  like  a piece  of 
butter  in  nry  hairds.  It  is  so  strange  because  I used  to  be  dre  butter  and  now^  all  of  a sudden  I am 
a bread  and  I like  it  and  I love  hinr. 

I am  not  really  a bread,  I am  a cake.  Yes,  that’s  wirat  I told  hinr  the  last  tinre  w'e  met. 
Wlreir  he  was  wondering  about  liking  me  so  much,  and  not  feeling  anything  for  his  wife,  and  how 
it  had  come.  Because,  he  said  that  he  used  to  be  kind  of  happy,  or  at  least  he  didn’t  feel  unhappy 
and  now  all  of  a sudden.  Aird  right  there  I told  hinr, 

“Listen,  if  you  eat  bread  all  the  tinre,  and  you  never  try  amthing  else  but  bread,  you  w^on’t 
know  what  you  are  missing  because  you  don’t  krrow'  any  better,  how'  could  you,  right?  Arrd  some 
day,  a piece  of  cherry-cheesecake  ends  up  on  your  plate,  and  you  tr\'  it  and  it  is  delicious.  It  is  so 
good,  you  can’t  get  enough.  Aird  dre  next  day,  you  go  home  to  your  bread  and  it  doesn’t  taste 
amrrrore.  You  don’t  even  want  to  tr\^  because  you  still  have  dre  taste  of  cherries  in  your  irroudr, 
that’s  how  it  is.” 

Yeap,  I’m  his  cherry-cheesecake,  and  I w'ill  make  hinr  happy  and  he  nright  get  a stomach 
ache  who  knows,  oh  look  at  the  litde  bird! 
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Anthony  Lucio 


How  I look  and  see,  reminisce  how  you  used  to  be 
Sway  from  die  breeze,  stained  from  my  dreams. 

Color  vi\id  and  live,  silent  Ihing  your  life. 

Admired  so  much,  from  death,  love,  to  lust. 

Cut  from  die  ankles,  moist,  from  the  baby's  breath  diat  enslaves  you. 
Wrapped  and  boxed  in  your  coffin,  carrying  your  remains  widi  caution. 

To  their  final  destination,  where  they'll  be  given  in  dedication. 

Place  your  wounds  in  water  to  bathe,  for  your  presence  there's  always  a thanks. 

See  you  as  you  face  the  sky,  then  slowly  shrivel  from  the  top  when  you  dry. 
The  feeling  of  memory  is  all  you  have  left. 

As  we  keep  you  ai  ound  admiring  your  death.. 
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"Rie  Jaws  cf  ^ cna  Lisa 

For  La  Gioconda 

Tricia  Cimera 


Late  night  at  the  Louvre: 
a young  museum  guard 
hears  a woman's  voice 
calling  him,  compelling  him. 
In  a trance,  can't  resist, 
he  finds  himself  before 
the  Mona  Lisa  who  mutters 
something  he  can't  hear 
through  the  thick  glass 
enclosing  her. 

Against  all  rules, 
he  breaks  the  glass 
to  listen  to  what 
she  is  saying  through 
smiling  lips. 

She  says  softly:  Come  close, 
hear  my  plea,  I long  to 
laugh,  I want  to  sing, 

I need  to  yawn,  I am  so 
bored,  my  lips  are  dry. 

I'm  hungry  too,  I wish 
to  bite  and  to  chew, 

I want  to  kiss 

you.  . .come  closer . . . 

Leonardo  was  wrong, 

he  thought  he  closed 

my  mouth, 

paint  it  shut  forever, 

but  he  couldn't. 


HE  HATED  WOMEN! 

Mona  Lisa  shrieks 

into  the  guard's  ear 

pressed  to  her  smile 

that  is  opening  wide 

as  a canyon  or  a chasm, 

an  open  terrible  grin 

pulling  him  in. 

his  last  thought  before 

his  head  is  gone, 

and  then  the  rest  of  him, 

is  I know  why 

the  Mona.  Lisa  smiles 

I know  why 

she  smiles  I KNOW! 

Every  thirty  years 
at  the  Louvre, 
an  innocent  man 
simply 

disappears. 


61 


rinisl^  T}ie  Story 

Anthony  Lucio 


Wliile  caught  in  contrast,  my  mind  starts  to  combat 

On  top  a bill  from  Comcast,  grab  the  package  now  to  the  palm  scans. 

My  left  still  sees  my  body  frozen,  reading  ‘return  to  sender’  in  bold  print. 
My  right  sees  me  holdin',  a package  in  hand  open. 

I see  eventhing  times  three  and  censor  my  motions. 

An  earsplitting  scream  followed  by  complete  devotion 

Like  I lived  the  life  of  a fallen  soldier. 

You're  right  they're  wrong  is  what  they  told  ya. 

Black  & yeller  kill  a feller,  ratde  snakes  and  cobras. 

Land  mines  & black  skies,  fresh  outta  Ft.  Benning,  Joe-gia. 

Sleepless  nights  while  insects  bite,  diseased  and  famished  tissue. 

Gangrene  and  lice,  bad  dreams  at  night,  Wliat  have  I gotten  into? 

For  my  countiy,  for  my  family,  fire  delirious  shots  while  insanely  laughing, 
Ooh  God  mumbling,  quickly  asking,  moist  and  damp-deep  breaths  gasping. 
Eyes  airborne  to  the  sky,  body  falls  on  two  land  mines 

Then  blows  me  to  a different  stage. 

Wandering  free  with  no  cage. 

My  sleek  sharp  stripes  confines  my  coat. 

Wide-legged  strides,  my  hovering  belly  floats. 

Predator  vs.  prey  in  these  natural  habitats. 

Sometimes  crossing  paths  turn  us  into  battle  cats. 

Survival  of  the  fittest  interbreeds  with  natural  selection. 

Other  species  witness  feeding,  then  scatter  without  detection. 

M\'  roar  is  power  that  blow^s  wind  through  ti  ees. 

Eating  raw  meat-no  w^orry  for  disease. 

VeiT  Weak  and  dizzy  I get, 

I feel  sharp  pains,  right  by  my  neck.. 

Wlien  I wnke  there's  a metal  barcode  pierced  in  my  ear. 

Humans  capture  us  for  our  power  they  fear 

Turning  my  ship,  avoiding  obstacles  I steer. 

In  my  optical,  na\igation  remains  unclear. 

Prisoners  stand,  like  statues  next  to  cannons  manned. 
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Waiting  for  tire  captain's  call. 

F-I-R-E  and,  the  plank  expands, 

Swords  are  fiercely  drawn. 

The  waters  bandits,  P'aveling  in  nomadic  fashion, 
"Lookin ' fer  inee  gold". 

More  greed  less  famine,  tire  fog  bleeds  hijackin', 
Rnby's-Jewnls-Cloves.. 


Bandanas  and  beards,  hoops  in  me  ears. 

As  bare  feet  walk  the  deck. 

AARRR  MATEY  we  cheer,  liquor  inter-fears, 

Waiting  to  see  wTo's  next. 

Something  hits  tire  side,  wrtlr  anotlrer  ship  w^e  collide, 

Buccaneers  grab  your  weapons. 

Attack  me  by  surprise,  low^er  the  patch  on  me  eye. 

And  teach  you  sea  rovers  a lesson. 

Slice  and  gorge,  battle  with  force,  me  back  end's  droppin'  hectic. 

My  flag  bein'  low'rd,  men  overboard,  all  tire  rest  deadened. 

Swnrds  point  at  me  head,  surrender  I beg,  c'nron  g'head  end  it. 

They  chop  off  me  leg,  insert  a peg,  and  in  shackles  escort  my  exit 

Into  an  atirrosphere,  where  the  past  disappears,  CIA  ties  intensive. 

No  name  or  number,  sigirificant  other,  just  government  affairs. 

I know  what  you  wonder,  the  Kennedy's  are  numbered,  tire  moon-we  were  never  there. 
Are  UFO's  friends  or  foes,  passing  through  our  planet? 

The  greys  seem  to  know,  where  all  travel  goes,  crop  circles  are  where  they  land  it. 
Reagan's  Iran-Contra,  We  shot  Tupac  and  Big  poppa. 

World  Trade-off  by  a year. 

Enron  laundered  legal  and  proper,  spraAng  plants  made  nicotine  stronger, 

AIDS  controls  that's  why  we  put  it  here. 

Noreaga  w^ouldn't  budge  on  the  canal.  We  only  work  witli  tire  Colombian  cartel, 
Watergate  became  a ti'ade  for  Elvis, 

We  clone  humans  w^ell,  Hussein  wouldn't  sell, 
so  we  took  it  for  being  selfish. 

Mars  is  just  pictures  in  Wyoming,  NAFTA  will  get  US  Mexico  Slowly, 

Patriot  act,  FCC,  Martial  law  is  where  we're  going. 

All  tire  sudden  someone  slaps  my  back,  the  package  falls  on  the  grass. 

As  I stop  from  choking. 

Which  way  I did  he  go  I ask,  I find  the  postman  at  last. 

This  is  Pandora's  Box  and  my  name  is  Tony 
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ntitlecf 

Michelle  Helms 

Touch  tender  tlie  palm  of  my  hand 
send  spirals  and  flai  es  running  up  my  arm 
make  breaths  move  each  hair 
till  shivers  and  featliers  tie  up  my  heart 
and  warm  summer  kisses  drop  me 
head  first 

into  that  colored  place 
where  silence  is  only 
the  absence  of  birds  and 
otlier  small  beings  tliat  sing 


Defense 

Matt  Kucik 


You  still  seem  wTapped 
up  in  who  and  what  carried 
crosses 

a regular  spectaculai' 
golgatha  sideshow 
and  insist  I 
be  2 thieves  at  once 
you've  got  a spodight 
on,  your  suffering 
and  tell  yourself 
keep  telling  yourself 
uniforms  are  sleeveless 
and  inarhTdom  a defense 
Yesterday,  I stumbled  upon 
a bit  of  blood 
\'ou  speared  from  my  side 
botded  it  and  sent  it  on 
because  you  crucified 
need  all  the  blood 
\^ou  can  get 


Bonnie  White 
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^acfcnna  Rpse  Dhcfem 

Teresa  J.  Parker 
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Tania  Blanco 
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uTTt»r 


Pat  Pope 


^nqercurrents 

John  Emmett  Gimpert 


This  was  his  second  day  on  the  beach,  and  it  was  intolerable.  A heaw  sun  lashed  upon 
his  pale  skin,  in  waves  unbearable,  in  waves  wanning  what  had  not  been  warmed  for  years.  He 
hated  it  all,  walking  in  sandals,  wearing  short-sleeved  t-shirts,  pretending  to  be  happily  absorbed 
with  the  beach  life.  Yet  what  was  here  for  him,  or  was  supposed  to  be  here  for  him,  maintained 
the  energy  of  a morbid  determination.  It  promised  freedom  through  desert  passage.  It  was  not 
only  the  heat,  the  open  air  that  bothered  him.  Life  was  here.  People  were  smiling,  swimming, 
laughing,  shouting,  playing  volleyball.  Their  loudness  rang  in  his  ears,  the  sun  beat  upon  his  back, 
and  the  sand  scratched  his  feet  like  gravel.  People  living  normal  lives  with  normal  pastimes  were 
nothing  but  passers-by.  There  was  no  communication  betw^een  them;  even  when  he  saw-  someone 
he  remembered  knowing.  Silence  w^orked  for  him.  Words  were  used  only  when  necessaiy  to 
accomplish  his  goal.  And  there  was  absolutely  no  way  he  could  have  made  this  trip  without  a bit 
to  prop  up  his  skeleton.  He  had  taken  just  a little  to  make  the  run  bearable.  Just  a little  from  what 
was  kept  away,  from  what  was  saved,  from  what  w^as  pushing  die  creeping  sickness  back.  Yet  what 
was  left  would  soon  be  gone,  and  fear  drove  him  from  the  familial'  copping  ground. 

It  was  no  longer  about  getting  high.  That  had  lost  its  novelty  long  ago,  years  ago,  cuid  so 
had  die  ghetto.  There  was  no  adventure  to  this  game  any  longer,  only  necessity^  Mike  used  to  be 
intrigued  by  die  circus  of  die  ghetto,  die  colors  of  their  clothes  against  the  drab  buildings.  It  had 
been  dirilling  to  be  a part  of  that  war,  because  it  was  then  nodiing  like  war  to  him.  There  was  a 
language  to  learn,  tools  to  master,  war-tom  neighborhoods  to  navigate.  It  was  adventure  and  fear, 
die  draw  of  the  illegal  and  illicit  that  enticed  him.  Like  many  young  men  in  war,  he  had  fallen  to 
illusion,  and  learned  the  trudi  too  late.  Mike  had  been  arrested  four  times  for  possession  of  hero- 
in and  crack;  a fifth  time  surely  meant  prison  for  more  years  tiian  he  presumed  he  had  left. 

Prison  meant  confronting  die  sicleness  alone,  in  an  environment  more  hostile  diaii  he  had  ever 
exposed  himself  to.  This  was  why  he  could  no  longer  risk  arrest.  He  remembered  fondly  the 
blind  days  when  ai'rest  was  something  that  happened  to  friends,  and  never  him. 

The  beach,  they  said,  was  safe.  The  service  was  always  there,  always  holding,  always  reli- 
able. It  meant  he  didn't  have  to  drive  back  into  diat  war  zone  of  the  ghetto,  wliere  opposing  sides 
clashed  constandy,  retreating,  reforming,  attacking  again.  A spot  with  better  stuff,  at  a better 
location,  would  infiltrate  a new  home,  a new  corner,  or  new  project.  It  would  be  safe  at  first;  69 


or  at  least  relatively  so.  Eventually  the  police  would  be  lured  to  the  spot  by  its  sheer  popularity;  it 
would  crash  as  the  SWAT  sank  the  fortune,  and  the  Gods  on  High  would  reposidon  their  pieces. 
Rarely  did  anyone  but  diose  expendables  fall.  It  was  often  a losing  game  for  tire  low  dealer;  the 
more  successful  the  spot,  the  more  likely  it  would  be  to  fall.  It  was  always  a winning  game  lor 
those  above  who  took  no  falls.  Four  times  Mike  had  been  arrested,  caught  in  the  game;  until  now 
it  had  only  been  catch  and  release.  That  was  over;  the  court  now  saw  him  as  an  unsalvageable 
human  wreck  that  threatened  their  society.  Certainly,  they  thought,  he  was  a career  criminal,  a 
hopeless  addict;  there  was  no  place  for  him  in  this  society  beyond  prison.  They  didn't  realize  the 
desperation  that  kept  him  in  tire  game.  It  was  his  turn  to  relocate. 

Establishing  a connection  in  tire  ghetto  had  been  simple.  He  had  trained  his  eye  to  select 
dealers  from  afar.  He  could  see  tirenr,  through  their  skin,  into  their  pockets,  smell  their  breath. 

He  had  developed  an  extra  sense,  a strange  Pavlovian  reflex.  When  he  saw  someone  he  knew 
witirout  knowing,  to  be  a dealer,  there  was  a quickening  of  his  gut,  a rise  in  his  throat,  and  a taste 
in  his  mouth,  as  real  as  when  he  shot  or  snorted.  Sometimes  when  he  passed  a dealer  on  the 
street,  brushed  against  his  shoulders  in  a thick  pedestrian  stream,  it  felt  as  if  someone  had  jumped 
him  with  a car  battery.  It  was  electric;  it  was  sensual  and  real.  He  had  a deep  knowledge  of  a 
world  few  knew,  yet  knew  so  little  of  the  life  the  normal  lived. 

It  was  this  feeling,  tiris  extra  sense,  which  led  Mike  to  believe  that  he  would  be  able  to  hnd 
what  he  needed  on  this  Chicago  beach.  Two  days  had  passed,  and  he  had  not  felt  the  battery- 
jump.  Today  he  decided  to  draw  the  dealer  to  him,  to  become  more  approachable.  Ele  wore  san- 
dals, which  he  hated  for  their  revealing  qualities;  his  bare  feet  bore  track  mark  scars  like  liver 
spots.  His  arms  scarred  in  light  brown,  a contour  map  marking  where  veins  once  rose.  His  veins 
had  retreated  far  beneatii  tiie  skin  on  his  underarms;  for  this  he  shot  into  his  legs,  his  hands,  and 
his  feet,  and  occasionally  into  the  neck.  He  feared  but  refused  to  tiiink  of  the  day  when  tirere 
would  be  no  place  to  shoot.  Mike  felt  catastrophe  approaching  sometimes,  dreamed  of  tire  day. 

In  his  dreams,  he  would  fearfully  dig  for  hours  witir  tirat  needle  and  hnd  that  there  was  now  noth- 
ing but  warm  soup  beneath  his  skin.  And  as  the  months  passed,  he  failed  to  see,  like  the  anorex- 
ic, how  thin  he  had  truly  become.  Today  he  wore  sandals.  Today  he  wore  a short-  sleeved  shirt. 
Only  his  legs  were  covered;  he  could  not  bear  to  reveal  them.  He  was  running  low,  and  would 
run  out  tonight,  be  sick  before  morning.  Today  he  visibly  screamed. 

As  Mike  paced  the  beach  aimlessly,  the  calm  of  his  high  nearly  gone,  someone  heard  the 
scream  he  did  not  shout.  Someone  saw  what  casual  passers-by  saw  not.  The  man  knew  as  soon  as 
he  saw  the  tightly  drawn  grays  of  Mike's  face.  The  man  angled  his  walk,  to  intersect  witii  tiie  man 
he  recognized  as  a junkie.  He  saw  Mike  look  skyward,  watch  tiie  seagulls  bounce  and  hover  in 
the  rising  winds.  They  met,  appearing  quite  natural,  and  the  man  stopped  Mike  with  an  open 
hand.  The  stranger  asked,  casually  smiling:  "Hey  man,  you  got  any  OJ?"  The  stranger  removed 
his  sunglasses,  his  wet  eyes  clear  blue  and  alive.  Mike  remembered  what  to  say  instantaneously, 
right  as  the  battery  charged  him,  as  the  taste  teased  him.  Mike  looked  up  slowly  from  the  sand, 
and  said,  "No,  ah,  I don't,  but  I could  use  some." 

"How  much,  then?"  the  stranger  inquired. 

"Four,"  Mike  replied,  mouth  wet  with  want. 

"Set  your  self  down.  I'll  be  back  in  a minute,"  the  stranger  said.  He  re-positioned  his  sun- 
glasses, and  walked  away.  Mike  watched  the  stranger  leave  with  curiosity.  The  stranger  had 
70  looked  nothing  like  the  dealers  Mike  had  grown  used  to.  This  man  was  white,  plainly 


dressed,  and  spoke  to  him  in  a calm,  casual  voice.  Mike  walked  closer  to  the  beach,  a few  feet 
from  the  water,  and  a dozen  feet  from  anyone  else.  Throwing  down  a blanket,  he  sat  upright,  legs 
crossed,  arms  supporting  his  back.  Water  washed  up,  slid  down.  Breatli  kizily  filled  his  lungs,  and 
sluggishly  pushed  out  of  his  mouth.  He  lit  a cigarette  and  drew  in  hard;  he  held  it  long,  searching 
for  the  euphoria  that  once  came  from  smoking  cigai  ettes  high.  It  was  not  there.  He  was  never 
high  anvTiiore;  only  comfortably  avoiding  die  sickness.  He  wondered  bitterly  whether  what  he  had 
purchased  was  even  worth  his  time  and  effort.  Perhaps  he  should  have  gone  to  his  old  spot, 
found  someone  who  could  meet  him  outside  tiie  hot  spots  or  outside  the  ghetto  entirely.  They 
could  be  found,  he  knew. 

The  stranger  was  back  in  five  minutes.  He  sat  softly  into  the  sand  next  to  Mike.  "Your 
money,"  the  stranger  said.  Mike  handed  over  two  crisp  twenties  folded  in  half  The  stranger 
flicked  four  bags  toward  Mike,  into  the  shadow  his  body  created.  He  smiled,  said  he'd  be  around 
all  day.  "Name's  Johnny.  I'll  be  around."  Mike  told  him  he'd  be  back  sometime,  said  he'd  look  for 
him.  The  stranger  got  up,  and  left  Mike  by  himself,  how  he  liked  it,  with  what  maintained  him. 


Mike  knew  that  he  w^ould  already  be  uncomfortable  by  tiie  time  he  w'as  on  the  highway 
heading  home.  His  legs  would  start  tiieir  intolerable  twitching;  he  w^ould  become  uneasy  and  fear- 
ful. There  was  one  simple  way  to  prolong  his  comfort.  Squeezing  the  baggie,  Mike  could  tell  that 
there  was  more  in  it  than  usual.  He  smiled;  a warm  relaxation  filled  his  gut.  Tearing  apart  the  bag- 
gie, Mike  pulled  out  the  tinfoil  and  unfolded  it.  A brownish  powder  was  inside,  in  small  pow- 
dered chunks.  He  used  tiie  edge  of  his  license  to  chop  tiie  chunks  into  a finely  ground  dust. 
Rolling  a dollar  bill  into  a tube,  he  readied  himself,  the  excitement  building.  Tiying  new  stuff  was 
a passion  of  his.  Shooting  on  tiie  beach  was  too  hard  to  conceal;  he  was  forced  to  snort  it.  He  lied 
down  on  the  towel,  and  laid  the  tinfoil  in  front  of  his  face.  One  snort,  quick  imd  forceful,  drew^ 
the  entire  bag  of  heroin  into  his  right  nostril.  An  intense  burn,  of  the  kind  he  had  not  felt  for 
years,  tore  a vein  of  pleasure  tiirough  his  nose  and  into  his  forehead.  He  squeezed  closed  his  eye- 
lids, relaxed  his  jaw^s. 

He  rolled  over  onto  his  side,  pushing  tiie  baggie  into  the  sand,  buning  it.  The  waves 
rolled  close  enough  to  wet  his  fingers  when  he  reached  to  dip  them  in.  He  snorted  tiie  bit  of  lake 
water,  which,  he  thought,  improved  his  high.  It  w^as  an  old  trick  he  learned  wTen  he  used  to  toot, 
before  he  learned  how  to  use  tiie  needle.  The  w^ater  receded,  Mike  sighed.  Rolling  onto  his  back, 
he  opened  his  eyes  and  squinted  at  tiie  bright  white  clouds.  Sea  gulls  were  everywhere;  some 
bounced  or  floated  in  the  wind;  others  dived  to  the  water  in  pursuit  of  bread.  He  smiled,  and 
closed  his  eyes  entirely,  red  and  yellow  sunlight  bleeding  through  his  eyelids.  There  was  time  to 
rest,  time  to  think  and  relax  before  riding  home.  Tonight  would  not  be  so  bad  after  all.  The  ride 
would  be  easy;  he  could  listen  to  music  and  smoke  cigarettes.  At  home  he  could  do  another  bag 
or  two;  maybe  smoke  some  weed  to  accentuate  his  high.  The  beach  goers  p^iid  no  attention  to 
Mike.  They  were  wrapped  entirely  in  themselves,  and  never  considered  how^  differently  another 
might  live  their  life.  The  sun  was  shining.  It  was  not  a day  for  such  thoughts.  They  no  longer  wor- 
ried Mike.  Witii  his  Comfort  he  could  tune  them  out  witiiout  tiying. 

Time  seemed  now  to  have  less  meaning;  Mike  could  not  tell  for  how^  long  he  had  lain, 
witii  his  hand  propping  up  his  head.  The  quality  of  this  drug  was  better  than  any  he  had  ever 
experienced  in  his  life.  A faint  nod  was  creeping  into  his  body,  something  he  usually  only 
felt  if  he  did  more  bags  than  he  could  afford  at  one  time.  He  w^anted  more  of  that  - and  71 


now,  it  seemed  so  close,  so  affordably  in  range.  Perhaps  he  could  have  a little  more,  just  another 
taste,  to  see  how  far  he  could  take  tliis  cjuality.  Rest  perhaps  just  a little  longer,  before  tlie  ride 
home.  The  beach  now  seemed  far  less  alien,  far  less  direatening.  The  sounds  had  died  behind 
him;  with  the  winds  picking  up  and  a dark  armada  of  clouds  collecting  in  the  distance,  some 
beach  goers  had  abandoned  tlie  beach.  Some  stayed  despite  the  coming  clouds,  eager  to  get 
another  game  of  volleyhall,  meet  one  more  girl,  to  let  their  pores  taste  fresh  water  a little  longer. 
Mike  stayed;  he  had  no  where  to  go  and  besides  had  not  noticed  the  darkness.  His  eyelids 
drooped  almost  noticeably.  The  corner  of  his  mouth  hung  open,  and  breath  came  slowly,  kizily; 
the  w^ater  now  widi  wind  moved  quicker  than  his  breath.  Mike  switched  positions  only  when  his 
cheek  began  to  go  numb,  only  when  his  wrist  was  sore  from  supporting  his  head.  He  rolled  onto 
his  belly,  felt  the  kind  sun  massage  his  poor  skin.  Heaven  had  not  been  this  close  in  years.  He 
wondered  when  he  last  prayed.  Perhaps  right  before  he  was  last  arrested?  But  it  w^as  too  good  a 
day  to  think  like  that. 

One  more  could  do  it.  He  could  get  his  nod  on  again,  smoke  a cigarette  in  a half-  sleep,  if 
he  had  one  more.  Just  a little  more;  mayhe  not  even  a full  bag.  It  w^as  w'ordi  it.  Mike  figured  he 
could  track  Johnny  dowm  before  he  left  for  some  more.  He  would  need  more  of  this;  certainly  he 
would  be  back  again  tomorrows  He  withdrew^  anodier  baggie  from  his  pocket  and  carefully 
unfolded  it,  looking  first  around  him  for  any  suspicious  glances.  Of  course,  no  one  w^as  watching. 
He  w^as  merely  another  sun  bather  to  tlie  passers-by.  The  dollar  already  rolled,  he  again  snorted 
an  entire  bag,  surprising  himself  with  how^  automatically  it  happened,  almost  as  if  on  accident. 
Long  fingers  massaged  his  temple  and  brain,  and  his  extremities  tingled  witli  a numbness  fie  had 
almost  forgotten.  He  blinked  slowly,  once,  and  then  twice;  a burning  tear  ran  down  his  cheek,  his 
nostrils  were  so  singed  by  tlie  equality.  A short  orgasmic  laugh  popped  out  of  his  mouth,  and 
caused  him  to  laugh  a little  more.  This  is  why  I play  the  game,  he  thought,  this  is  wiiy  I came.  He 
thanked  die  God  he  casually  called  in  vain  for  the  friend  wTo  had  told  him  of  the  beach.  Mike's 
eyelids  drooped  and  displayed  red-yellow  dreams,  silhouettes  of  people  and  animals,  sparkles  and 
splotches.  A song  he  barely  remembered  played  in  his  head.  He  hummed,  and  rolled  onto  his 
hack.  The  beach  w^as  almost  empU^,  now,  and  the  winds  swept  sand  past  him.  The  water  lapped  at 
his  feet,  more  aggr  essive  now,  calling  more  to  him  now'. 

The  sun  still  burned,  and  he  thought  tliat  perhaps  it  would  bum  forever.  The  gulls  howev- 
er, had  retreated,  recollected  farther  inland,  away  from  the  winds  and  darkness.  Passing  heavily  in 
front  of  the  sun,  clouds  blocked  light,  and  then  revealed  it.  The  darkness  and  light,  the  w'cumtli 
and  shade  alternated,  yet  Mike  barely  noticed.  He  lit  a cigarette  and  it  bnrned  more  tlian  he 
smoked.  He  rested  his  smoking  hand  on  liis  chest,  and  forgot  about  the  cigarette.  There's  still 
time,  he  thought.  Just  let  nre  lay  a little  longer,  just  need  to  close  rny  eyes  for  a moment.  The 
thunder  did  not  wake  Mike.  It  was  slow,  rolling  thirnder  that  did  not  startle;  it  was  tliunder  that 
^mnounced  the  ar  rival  of  rain.  And  tire  rain  fell,  in  rare  bnt  heav>^  drops,  hesitant  yet  sure  to 
release. 

The  water  now  wet  his  knees  each  time  it  was  pushed  shore-ward,  but  Mike  either  did  not 
notice  or  did  not  care.  It  had  been  a while  since  he  had  been  sw'imming.  Probably  tlie  last  time 
was  on  his  last  vacation  with  the  family.  They  no  longer  spoke  to  Mike,  bnt  he  remembered. 
There  was  Motlier,  Father,  Julie,  Christina...  They  swam  together  tliat  trip,  in  a lake  in 
Wisconsin.  Wisconsin  was  so  beautiful.  He  imagined  trees  hissing  in  the  long  w'ind. 

The  thunder  rolled,  die  clouds  now^  covered  die  sun  and  let  dirough  no  light.  He  remem- 
bered barely  a verse  of  the  Bible,  something  he  remembered  much  of  but  believed  very  litde  of 
The  Bible  was  an  artifact  of  a life  he  no  longer  lived.  He  rememhered  the  pastor  sa\'ing,  "die 
72  lord  saith:  and  die  whole  land  sluill  be  desolate,  yet  I will  not  make  a full  end."  Memories 


were  but  pixilated  dreams. 

The  hesitant  rain  ehilled  him,  and  he  shivered  for  what  seemed  like  the  first  time  widiout 
sweating.  His  eigarette  burned  quickly  in  die  brisk  wind,  and  the  filter  burned  down  too;  soon  it 
would  bum  his  fingers,  but  he  would  not  notice.  Just  let  me  sleep  a moment  longer. 

The  waves  slapped  against  his  body,  consuming  him  almost  entirely.  Louder  grew  the 
thunder,  leady  now  to  release  what  swelled  in  its  belly.  Thunder  could  not  wake  him.  He  saw  in 
that  dream  now  his  tired  mother  comforting  him,  standing  behind  him  in  the  ram,  her  hands 

wTapped  around  him,  pulling  him  tightly  into  her,  and  she  whispers  that  thunder  is  nodiing  but 
angels  bowiing  in  heaven. 

The  w^aves  pressed  ahead  of  him,  lake  water  hlling  his  gaping  mouth.  He  was  gone  by 
morning. 
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Caveman 


erne 


Andrea  Mikenas 


There's  a hole 

just  where  the  heart's  supposed  to  be. 

The  hole  is  a home, 
a cave. 

The  heart  is  where  tlie  cave  is. 

The  heart  belongs  in  die  cavernous  hole  in  the  jacket 
(stalactite  strips  of  silk  and  gabardine  and  wool  and  velveteen); 
home  for  the  heart  is  where  the  cave  is. 

Home  is  got  four  walls  - 

caves  don't  got  four,  nineU^-degree,  cornered  walls; 
no  plaster  in  a cave; 
no  potpourri  in  a cave; 
no  clocks; 
no  pictures; 

no  P ips  to  die  store  as  a means  of  revenge  by  caveman's  wife  after  day  of  sleeping, 
night  of  drinking  -- 
in  four-walled  home. 

Cave  wife  no  return  with  dger-skin  rug 
(do  damage  to  bank  account  - 
keep  getting  smaller, 
low^er 

because  caveman  sleeping, 

not  out  hunting 

for  Benjamin  Franklin; 

cave  man  only  got  pictures  of  die  ctueen  - 

toll  boodi  w^on't  take  'em; 

they's  from  a different  time 

different  place) 

in  four-walled  home. 

Cave  man  go  back  to  sleep  - 

don't  breathe  your  liquor  breath  on  me. 

Cave  man 

don't  touch  me  with  your  dirty  hand 
your  dirt>'  words. 

Cave  wife  say  notiiing. 

Cave  wife  dragged  by  hair. 

Cave  wife  cook. 
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Cave  wife  raise  little  ugs. 

Little  ugs  w^alk  over  cave  wife 
like  new^  tiger-skin  mg. 

(I  love  you,  tiger-skin  mg.) 

^valk 

walk 

\valk 

step 

step 

step 

Little  Ug  say, 

"No!  Stone  Age  over." 

Little  Ug  leave  for  Renaissance 
tliousands  of  years  aww 
Little  Ug  hear  caveman's  dirty  w'ords 
smell  the  dmnk  stink; 

Little  Ug  make  it  only  to  Middle  Ages 

falls  backwmd 

into  God 

back  past  lead 

into  rocks. 

Little  Ug  mad  as  hatter. 

Little  Ug  stink  of  failure. 

Little  Ug  fall  onto  rock  of  Stone  Age 

rock  of  cave 

onto  tiger-skin  rug 

in  no  plaster,  four-walled 

home. 

Little  Ug  got  hole  wLere  the  heart's  supposed  to  be. 

no  tiger-skin  rug  gonna  fill  that  hole; 

no  plaster; 

no  potpourri; 

no  clocks; 

no  pictures. 

Little  Ug  got 

cotton 

leather 

stalactite  strips 
wLere  heart 
home 

supposed  to  be. 
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Deborah  E.  Ryel 


You  make  an  angements 
clean  the  windows 
paint  the  rooms  yellow^ 
seek  a southern  exposure 
You  set  up  your  gi'andmotlier's  ferneiy 
a sudden  burst  of  gi'een 
play  sad  songs  on  the  stereo 
to  drift  in  the  air 
mournful  and  beautiful 

But  by  evening 

shadows  creep  back  to  the  corners 
water  seeps  in  through  the  basement 
the  wiring  inexplicably  goes  wrong 

so  }^ou  pull  it  out  of  the  w alls 

disemboweling  die  house 

No  matter  where  you  place  the  lights 
v\iiat  doors  \^ou  shut  tight 

or  with  what  sti'ange  machines  you  keep  comfort 
tiiat  certain  darkness  sleeps  in  each  night 

to  derange  your  morning  rooms 
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Spce  Dar 


Susie  Jendro 
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Alyssa  Valdez 


My  gentle  caress  on  a softly  gleaming  edge. 

Yes,  love?  your  whispered  sigh. 

Drive  me  to  calmer  skies.  My  guiding  light,  take  me  tonight.  We'll  blaze  a crimson  trail 
to  lead  them  where  we  lay  clotting  the  roads  blocked.  Their  guilt  will  knock  it  down. 

Quickly  now!  One  last  kiss  with  sleek,  chaste  lips  against  my  waists  and  then  we'll  go  long 
before  they're  bound  to  know.  Yes,  the  sirens  shall  sing,  wmling  in  their  grief  but  where  we'll  be 
loss  won't  matter  much. 

Tonight,  my  dear.  I'll  end  your  tears,  cut  short  these  fears- 

"--yes,  end  every  damned  cliche  I've  come  to  know  and  hate!" 

Ajid,  love,  as  you  begin  unsheathing  swift  and  deadly  wings,  embrace  me  deeper  this  time 
lest  once  more  I slip  away  for  them  to  find  in  bloodied  shards  of  shattered  fate  again.  But,  still, 
should  we  fail,  remember  that  I'll  take  a stab  harder  tlie  next  'till  hnally  we  rest  side  by  side. 

"I'll  be  yours..." 

And  you'll  be  mine,  your  lips  slit  in  a steely  smile. 

A silver  flame  ignites,  dealing  such  a tender  strike.  Your  kiss  is  sharp,  tearing  through  the 
stubborn  vein  of  ardor  to  spill  secrets  my  shadows  will  most  likely  misread.  They  delude  our  joy 
a "sickness"--ha!  Damn  the  ignorance  in  their  smiles.  Your  cold  caress  is  all  I've  ever  required. 

Shh...now  let  these  lifeless  thoughts  expire. 

"...soon,  love." 

The  swoon  thickens  like  this  spreading  pool.  Bells  serenade  like  the  clattering  of  metal 
on  tile.  The  urgent  cries  of  intervention  arise  too  late  to  halt  our  escape.  A few  more  drops  and 
we'll  witness  vain  attempts  at  resurrection,  detached  in  the  bliss  of  oblivion,  praying  tliis  sever  lasts 
eternal. 
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All's  Fair 

Johanna  Medrano 


There  are  three  sides  to  war. 

Your  side.  My  side.  The  right  side. 

What  triggers  the  batde? 

Random.  Trivial.  Anything,  really,  a call  to  arms. 

We  fight  this  war  on  many  fronts.  The  conversation,  a minefield. 

I tiptoe  through  it  dodging  your  bullets,  your  arsenal  of 
adjectives  examples  fact  and  fiction. 

I,  armed  with  my  foggy  memory  and  perception. 

I trip,  I slip.  I stumble  and  stutter.  Flustered,  I fall 

on  a landmine.  Shit. 

You  erupt.  A torrential  barrage  of  words  spew  forth  and 

shrapnel  rains  on  my  brain  and  slices  my  skin. 

Death  by  a thousand  cuts. 

Your  honesty  brutal,  pounds  on  me  like  truth  on  steroids,  relendess,  aggressive. 
Bewildered,  tired,  embarrassed  pissed. 

Through  clenched  teeth  I raise  a white  flag.  Unacceptable. 

Why? 

You  demand  the  perfect  story-book  surrender  and  appropriate  reparations. 

Survey  the  damage,  Shwartzkoff 

Broken  promises.  Bruised  Egos. 

Bleeding  ears  and  battered  hearts 

litter  what  remains  of  our  relationship. 

Does  this  seem  perfect  to  you? 


We  fight  a war  with  no  winners,  just  casualties. 
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H^e  Bracelet 

Jody  Kenyon 

We  play  dress  up  in  the  basement 

Five-year-old  girls 

Suddenly  glamorous  movie  stars 

With  boas  and  blonde  wigs 

Silky  green  dresses 

High  heels  bigger  than  our  feet 

Necklaces  hanging  to  our  waists 

Bracelets  piled  high  around  our  skinny  arms 

I am  good  at  pretending 
Playing  someone  else 
I've  done  it  for  so  long 
The  real  me  is  just  a memory 
She  visits  sometimes 
At  other  people's  houses 

Away  from  home 
Another  mother 
Not  my  own 

Pours  me  cherry  Kool-aid 
Tells  funny  stories  until 
My  shoulders  relax 
My  stomach  unknots 
"Nothing's  wrong"  I lie 

Other  families 
Are  different  somehow 
Dinner  at  5,  bedtime  at  8 
Every  day  the  same 
No  chaos,  no  rage, 

No  screaming,  no  crying 
I don't  know  what  I've  done 
To  make  them  so  mad 
I feel,  but  cannot  speak 
I see,  but  cannot  tell 

A chann  bracelet 

Misplaced  in  tlie  trunk  of  dress-up  clothes 
Glitters  in  the  afternoon  light 
Clinking  and  tinkling  as  I hold  it 
A tiny  silver  house,  heart,  moon,  and  star 
Attached  by  thin  silver  to  a chain 


The  charms  say  eveiything 

Would  you  wear  a silver  house  if  you  didn't  have  a happy  home? 
Would  you  wear  a silver  heart  if  you  weren't  loved? 

I want  the  bracelet's  spell  on  me 
Replacing  the  stor}^  of  my  owii  life 

Too  young  to  make  sense  of  my  family 
But  my  body  will  not  lie 

My  head  pounds,  my  shoulders  tense,  my  hands  shake 
My  feelings  are  true 
My  feelings  are  true 

The  bracelet  loses  its  power 
Locked  away  in  a basement  trunk 
I sigh,  knowing  I will  take  it 
Not  from  greed,  but  from  love 
And  so  it  goes  in  my  pocket 

I lay  on  my  bed 

For  hours  that  day 

Bewitched  by  this  silver  bracelet 

Its  beauty 

And  promise 

I'm  tired  of  pretending 

That  what  is  real  is  not 

I want  a tiny  silver  house 

Wliere  it's  not  scary  to  live 

Wliere  people  are  the  same  day  after  day 

And  you're  loved  forever,  just  because 

Later 

I go  back  to  my  friend's  house 
This  time  with  my  mother 
Holding  the  back  of  my  neck 
High  heels  angry  on  the  cement 
She  is  furious,  but  I feel  no  shame 
Maybe  they'll  see  her  as  I do 
And  insist  that  I stay 

I give  back  the  bracelet 
But  its  magic  stays 
Captivating  me 
With  the  promise 
Of  a charmed  life 


A/auglity 

Don  M.  Cornwell 


Please  look  at  me  again  with  naughty  eyes 
That  hint  of  mischief  known  from  other  years 
When  hazel  hues  would  twinkle  in  coy  tears 
And  every  glance  you  gave  told  tiny  lies. 

Look  at  me  then  look  away.  Disguise 
The  glint  and  change  the  hint  to  timid  fears 
And  coquette  modesty,  so  it  appears 
You  never  really  meant  to  compromise. 

I watched  excitement  leave  your  eyes,  replaced 
By  dignity,  when  surely  both  were  made 
As  parts  of  harmony.  I've  learned  to  know 
Most  beauty  comes,  the  lurid  and  the  chaste. 
From  sparks  that  eyes  control;  for  faces  fade 
And  gather  lines,  but  age  eyes  never  show. 
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Roger  Darrigrand 
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R' 


eascn, 


Matt  Kucik 


\Ve  Ihed  together  died,  cried,  \x)mited,  smoked  and  fucked  together. 

A ne^^'  bored  Generation  of  children  dressed  as  kids  of  past  generations 
Wasted  in  the  Lanndn^  room. 

Sick  dead  and  Dying  in  dresser  drawers  Pipes  of 
Reason,  Resin  and  Dead  Brain  Cells 

We  ga\'e  no  thought  to  old  age.  We  had  No  Future.  Fighting  the  passage  of 
time  with  drugs  of  snsi)ension 

Progi'essing  into  Anemic  West  Side  Junkies  vomiting 
Bile  into  mothers  sink  crying 
With  stolen  happiness  and  trust  and  love  for  j)awiiing 
I ask 

What  is  the  penmweight  of  mothers  kisses  ^\ith 
a loan  on  fathers  neglect 
^Ve  \vore  nnsober  angiw^  faces 

as  our  only  defense  against  the  cold  wintn^  snow\s  of  reality 
and  hid  from  happy  day  light  snn-bnrns  w aiting 
for  melancholy  summer  nights 
So  onr  clanking  bottles  w ould  not  alert  the  kizy  w^atchdog 
of  suburban  soeieP' 

We  liv  ed  these  v^ears  to  the  fullest  emptiness 

with  as  much  excess  drugs  excess  love  excess  hate 
excess  sex  excess  violence  excess  speed  excess  madness 
and  excess  excess  excess  as  we  could  swallow 
never  reaching  a point  we  found  it  to  be  absurd 
We  w ere  all  told  we  w ere  brilliant 
we  all  felt  dumb 
w'e  nev  er  let  it  show 

We  did  our  obseuring  dance  with  fists,  force,  phallus,  fucking,  witli  hate 
Though  no  hate  existed, 
only  sadness 

Sadness  of  lonely  suburban  homes 
Sadness  of  longing  for  citv'  streets 

Longing  for  sad  city  streets  and  lonely  solitaiy  lampposts 

Longing  for  the  connection  to  each  other  in  the  center  of  suburban  street 

souls 

hut  finding  the  connection  only  in  the  fleeting  moments  of 
Orgasm  or  Intoxication 


Ba  if  labels 

David  John  Simeik 
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Anthony  Pasek 
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canvas 


Jacqueline  Yither 
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Ellen  Rebman 
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X Don  r Belong  Here 


Mark  Szakonyi 


Journ^il  Entr\^  #4  July  22,  1996 

Ever\4)ody  should  go  craz\^  once  in  their  life.  Homemade  spear  in  hand,  soggy^  socks  itch- 
ing in  worn  Timberlands...this  is  it.  Moscinito  venom  from  bites  and  already  bad  brain  chemicals 
react  into  sometliing  my  tlierapist  would  c^ill  mental  instabilip  . Maybe  the  answers  are  in  my  own 
humming.  Shaking  notes  help  me  from  going  insane  or  bring  me  to  madness  faster.  Wliatever 
works. 

Most  people  wind  up  on  a wilderness  island  for  three  days  through  some  kind  of  a plane 
crash  or  boat  sinking.  No  burning  debris  for  me.  My  arrival  on  the  island  w^as  a bit  subtler.  Ten 
weeks  earlier  I was  finishing  freshman  year  of  high  school  and  w alking  a Johnny  Cash  spie  line. 
The  tightrope  which  all  pai  ents  fear,  the  one  wiiere  you  are  so  close  from  going  down  that  subur- 
ban dark  road  of  complete  anti-soeial  behavior  which  as  we  all  know  only  leads  to  drugs,  vio- 
lence, and  cheap  sex.  My  parent  has  Pied  eventhing  to  stop  me  from  being  as  they  described  a 
"little  Nietzsche."  Good  solid  depression  is  hiu'd  to  respond  to.  The  son  is  told  on  for  drinking 
from  whiskey  plastic  him  containers  on  the  bus.  Situation  handled  by  parents  just  telling  him  the 
dangers  of  alcohol  and  then  lowering  his  curfew.  Or  when  your  kid  just  can't  figure  anvthing  out 
in  school  then  you  hire  him  a tutor  and  give  lots  of  strong  encouragement.  Catch  is  lowering  cur- 
few^s  and  tutors  don't  help  when  vxiur  kid  asks  "Wliy  bother,  tliis  is  so  empp',  so  pointless." 

Parents  begin  to  start  wondering  themselves  in  between  the  night  reading  and  matrimonial  jier- 
mitted  snoring. 

Anh-apatliy  pills  only  worked  so  well  so  the  next  step  w^as  to  send  me  to  a Christian  boot 
camp  up  in  nortliern  Canada.  This  all  led  up  to  me  being  dropiied  off  in  a canoe  on  a remote 
island  to  test  my  wilderness  survival  skills  for  three  days.  But  this  is  a test  of  more  than  just  camp- 
fire stai'Png  and  making  snares.  Behind  all  the  Vietnam/Boy  Scout  elements  was  a test  of  my 
emoPonal  state  as  if  it  hadn't  taken  enough  attacks  with  the  drill  sergeant  screaming  and  eight- 
hour  workday  hlled  widi  hard  labor.  Wlien  we  were  all  tucked  in  there  were  no  bedtime  stories. 
Only  chilling  prayers  to  a vicious  God  that  punishes  his  wicked  children  by  sending  them  to  the 
Dominican  Republic  school.  If  Canada  was  the  outer  ring  of  Hell,  dien  the  DR  was  the  core. 

It  is  all  logical  until  the  present  up  in  the  tree  part.  Well  it  creeps.  That  is  the  only  way  to 
explain  the  wdy  the  mind  creeps  out.  Slitliers  like  hunger,  the  remnants  of  Pvo  granola  bars  sit 
under  a patch  of  leaves.  You  ai  e told  to  eat  your  food  immediately,  once  you  get  on  the  island. 
They  are  the  only  food  you  are  given  so  absorb  the  nutiients,  then  let  the  stomach  shrink.  Your 
stomach  doesn't  really  shrink,  it  just  Pvists,  especicilly  with  the  burnt  texture  of  cooked  frog  legs. 

Its  not  about  taste,  it's  about  nutrients.  The  frog  leaps  no  longer,  with  its  legs  in  my  stomach  and 
its  head  being  used  as  bait  on  die  end  of  a homemade  fishing  pole. 

Hunger  can  be  forgotten  but  the  loneliness  doesn't  stop.  I tried  to  hum  then  sing  then 
scream.  The  brain  is  creeping  out  widi  no  technological  distractions.  Your  computers,  phones, 
and  television  keep  you  from  diinking  about  those  secret  fears.  Maybe  I could  pretend  to  have  a 
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phone.  Is  being  intentionally  delusional  helpful  in  warding  off  craziness?  Crazy  thoughts  are  let 
loose  once  there  is  nothing  to  distract  and  cover  diem  up.  We  all  tell  lies  to  ourselves,  but  diere 
is  no  lying  out  here.  Loneliness  and  hunger  make  beautiful  serpent  lovers,  caressing,  fondling  my 
mind  with  images  of  vulnerability.  They  have  made  love  all  day  and  as  drey  climax  I find  myself 
in  a tree  searching  the  darkness  for  strange  sounds. 

There  was  only  so  much  to  take  my  mind  away  from  the  thoughts.  Built  two  shelters,  one 
for  emergency,  and  the  other  for  snuggling  with  one  of  my  only  possessions,  a sleeping  bag.  But 
it  rained  last  night  and  my  sleeping  bag  has  already  begun  to  reek  of  mold  and  nervous  sweat. 
Arming  myself,  I consider  whether  streak  of  mud  war  paint  would  be  too  much.  Unfortunately 
diere  is  no  beast  on  die  island,  only  me.  God,  it  would  be  nice  to  talk  to  someone,  even  Pigg\^ 
Mention  of  God  as  an  expression  or  worse.  Yeah,  He,  She,  It  has  to  figure  in  somehow  or  more 
like  I have  to  figure  it  in.  You  get  fed  enough  Christian  rhetoric  and  worked  hard  enough  things 
start  making  sense.  But  that  beautiful  God  of  rainbows  and  doves  with  twigs  in  their  mouths  don't 
translate  out  here.  There  is  a place  for  that  old  Hebrew  God  though.  Something  about  being 
hungry,  wet,  and  cold  brings  that  Old  Testament  feeling  around. 

No  doves  out  here,  only  geese  that  make  hideous  death  sounds  and  none  of  diem  have 
twigs  in  their  mouth,  only  their  throaty  cry.  Thousands  of  years  ago  my  primitive  self  would  be 
able  to  hurl  a spear  and  have  goose  for  dinner.  But  I am  too  soft  for  spear  throwing,  too  tender 
even  for  Christians.  Christians  demanding  that  even  a wilderness  survival  has  requirements.  Build 
two  sturdy  shelters.  Create  four  emergency  signaling  devices.  Build  two  types  of  hunting  mecha- 
nism (fishing  or  snares).  Design  three  weapons  for  self-protection.  Self-protection,  how  true,  I 
need  something  to  protect  me  from  myself  but  this  spear  or  makeshift  mace  won't  work. 

It  is  really  about  a loss  of  control.  The  Marines  tell  you  they  will  break  you  and  rebuild 
you.  But  at  Christian  Camp  they  say  nothing  of  dieir  secret  agenda  to  break  you  down  and  build 
you  up  with  the  Holy  Spirit.  I am  being  broken  soft.  So  soft  I can't  blame  it  on  bad  chemicals 
anymore.  My  mind  can  dodge  the  Christian  boot  camp  attacks,  but  out  here  I can't  defend 
myself  from  myself.  This  is  not  helping. 

If  there  was  someone  to  confess  to  I would. 

I would  tell  them  anything,  everything  to  get  off  now. 

I am  weak,  too  weak  for  all  of  this. 

It  is  not  about  deserving,  it  is  about  something  else. 

It  is  inside  and  I don't  want  to  look. 

It  is  too  much. 

Too  much. 

The  sun  may  never  come  up.  And  if  it  does  I will  still  be  here  in  tire  tree  if  I don't  fall  out. 
Clinging  so  hard  but  the  mania  is  coming  to  a close.  The  fog  off  tire  lake  is  sweeping  in.  Just 
might  block  out  the  sun  tlris  time.  Just  might  block  it  all  out.  Lord  knows,  it  has  been  trying. 
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art  of  t!ie  Arri5o  P arfc  series} 

Roger  Darrigrand 


H^e  Prosperity  I rap 

R.S.  Petranek 


You  minutely  adjust 
Your  heated  leatlier  seats 
and  the  scent  of  power 
Flows  tliru  the  vents 
as  you  drive  your  Tanks 
to  the  Supermarkets 

And  you  can  see  it  on  tire  road 
in  die  eyes  of  your  opponents, 
and  in  tlreir  posturing, 
and  in  tlreir  bumper  stickers- 
declaring  their  philosophies  and  politics 
or  piously  pushing  their  religions 
to  all  of  the  misguided 
who  believe  Anything  Else 
frorrr  dre  backeirds  of 
their  forty-drousand-dollar  cars 

answers  are  easy 
when  drere's  no  time 
for  you  to  ask  any  questions 

and  tolerance  is  just  a word 
as  we  partake 

in  the  gradual  Coarsening  of  Arrrerica 
We're  living  tire  last  great  paradox- 
Land  of  tire  greed,  home  of  the  slaves. 
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If  Tfis,  Uen  Ust 

Allison  Dougherty  Garvey 


"What'll  it  be,  Bella?  Shall  we  hide  things  this  hme?" 

Isabelle  shook  her  head.  Her  hair,  freshly  clean  and  dry,  shivered  up  her 
bathrobe  to  her  scalp.  She  paused,  pretended  to  think,  and  shook  her  hair  again,  just  to 
feel  the  break  of  its  glassy  surface  on  her  neck.  "Nope,  let's  do  cards.  I've  gotten  pretty 
good  at  hnding  by  myself.  I just  close  my  eyes  and  wait  for  what's  lost  to  tell  me  where  it 
is.  I found  Daddy's  checkbook  in  the  front  hall  closet  last  week  without  even  trying." 

Grandma  waved  Isabelle  into  her  room,  "Cards  it  is  then.  Candle,  candle?  Bella, 
where  does  your  mother  keep  her  candles?" 

Isabelle  pointed  to  a pillar  on  the  guest  room  dresser  and  setded  herself  onto  one 
of  the  chairs  Grandma  had  pulled  from  the  hall  into  her  room.  She  leveled  her  hands, 
palms  down,  onto  the  surface  of  the  tea  table  and  listened  to  the  rhytlimic  swish  of  her 
slippers  as  they  swung,  just  barely  touching,  above  the  floorboards. 

Grandma  plopped  the  candle  and  a deck  of  playing  cards  wrapped  in  a square  of 
silk  onto  the  table  and  sat  down  across  from  Isabelle.  The  room  was  warm,  with  a low- 
grade  hum  of  cold  under  the  surface.  Isabelle  knew  that  tlie  chill  had  nothing  to  do  with 
the  muscle  stiffening,  winter  damp  outside  Grandma's  window;  the  cold  came  from  the 
spirits  rising  like  diluted  white  from  the  steamy  loam  beneath  the  house. 

"Do  you  feel  the  cold.  Grandma?" 

Grandma  nodded  and  with  worn,  ringless  hands  unwrapped  the  cards  from  the 
thinning  piece  of  black  silk.  "Did  you  memorize  the  cards  like  I asked  you  to  last  sum- 
mer, Isabelle?" 

Isabelle  grabbed  a card,  looked  at  its  face  and  responded  brighdy,  "Ten  of 
spades,  sudden  change."  She  reached  for  another,  "Ace  of  spades,  strength  and  power. 
See,  just  like  you  asked." 

1 his  oner 

"Nine  of  clubs,  judgment." 

"Very  nice.  You  have  a gift,  but  you  need  to  know  your  tools,  don't  you?" 

Isabelle  looked  down  at  her  fingernails  and  smiled  into  her  lap,  picking  a litde  at 
the  fluff  on  her  pink  bathrobe.  Only  Grandma  told  her  that  she  was  gifted.  Daddy  did- 
n't care  for  Isabelle's  knowing,  almost  crawling  from  his  well-bred  skin  like  a captured 
snake  when  Isabelle  told  him  that  his  lost  keys  were  under  the  kitchen  sink,  or  that  the 
phone  was  about  to  ring,  or  even  that  he  was  going  to  miss  his  golf  game  because  of  rain. 
The  people  Daddy  came  from  didn't  read  cards,  or  listen  to  the  sibilant  hiss  of  the  spirits 
singing  from  the  grave,  or  spend  their  money  on  Shanty-Irish,  carnival  tricks.  Mama  did- 
n't mind  so  much,  sometimes,  when  they  were  waiting  like  snails  in  the  bank  line,  she'd 
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lean  into  Isabelle's  shoulder,  the  waltz  of  her  perfume  mingling  in  Isabelle's  hair,  to  whis- 
per, "Which  teller,  Peanut?  We  need  to  go."  But  Mama  was  from  diat  sort-of  life,  like 
Grandma  was. 

Isabelle  wasn't  allowed  to  do  anvtliing  she  was  good  at,  tilings  tliat  Grandma  said 
she  could  use  to  help  her  family,  because  Daddy  said  that  Isabelle  was  to  be  a different 
kind-of  girl,  different  from  her  mother,  who  was  as  prett}^  and  gracious  as  springtime,  but, 
according  to  Daddy,  didn't  come  from  people  who  were  as  appropriate  as  his  people 
were.  Wien  Grandma  came  to  \isit,  Isabelle  and  Grandma  worked  on  her  skills  in  the 
quiet,  dark  of  the  evening,  after  Isabelle's  two  younger  sisters  had  been  wrapped  tight  in 
their  quilts  in  bed,  when  Mama  and  Daddy  were  out.  Grandma  said  that  what  Daddy  did- 
n't know  wouldn't  hurt  him,  something  she  said  in  a voice  as  tart  as  lemons,  something  she 
said  sounding  as  if  there  were  a lot  of  things  Isabelle's  pale,  narrow  father  didn't  know. 

"Can  I read  you.  Grandma?" 

"Nothing  I need  to  know,  Bella." 

"Grandma  knows  all?"  Isabelle  asked,  Mggling  her  eyebrows. 

Grandma  laughed  and  squeezed  Isabelle's  fingers,  "That's  right,  darling,  everything. 
Wh\^  don't  you  just  dirow  out  the  cards  and  see  what  you  get?" 

Isabelle  scrabbled  the  deck  from  the  waxed  surface  of  the  table.  Grandma's  cards 
were  old  and  as  soft  as  well  washed  bed  linen.  They  moved  easily,  tlie  shuffle  and  bridge 
breezing  through  her  fingers,  blowing  gently  on  her  face.  Seduced  by  their  rhythm, 

Isabelle  began  rocking  gently  back  and  forth  to  the  sound  of  the  cards.  Grandma  lighted 
the  candle  and  Isabelle  leaned  towards  its  watery  glow^,  her  body  electric  and  sensirive  to 
the  imperceptible  heat  of  its  flame.  Dreamily  disconnected  from  her  actions,  Isabelle 
stopped  shuffling,  cut  the  deck  and  pulled  three  cards  from  the  top. 

"What  do  y'^ou  see,  Bella?"  Grandma  asked  from  a million  miles  aw^ay. 

Two  of  diamonds,  inverted.  Queen  of  spades,  upright.  Nine  of  spades,  inverted. 
The  room  around  her,  die  sound  of  Grandma's  breadiing,  the  creak  of  the  house,  the 
shapes  in  her  peripheral  vision  were  muffled  in  velvet,  but  the  cards  on  die  table  were  as 
focused  and  sharp  as  if  seen  through  newly  cleaned  glass.  Isabelle  began  to  speak,  like 
Grandma  had  taught  her  to,  not  diinking,  just  letting  the  words  rumble  from  the  base  of 
her  diroat,  the  spirits  whistling  in  her  ears. 

"I  see  Mama.  She's  all  on  her  own.  She's  strong." 

"Where's  ynur  father,  Bella?" 

"He's  on  a trip.  Gone.  There  was  a big  change.  It's  very^  cold  out.  Grandma." 

"Are  yx)u  thinking?  Don't  think.  Just  speak." 

"I  was  thinking,  a little.  Sorry ,"  Isabelle  shifted  into  die  back  of  her  head. 
"Something  has  happened.  Oh,  my  God,  Grandma,  it's  Daddy.  He's  going  to  be  hurt.  A 
snowstorm.  A car  accident.  Grandma!" 

Isabelle's  body,  her  diiii,  little  girl  skin,  was  barely  able  to  contain  the  rush  of  worry 
that  raced  through  her  arms  and  legs.  She  began  to  wiggle.  "This  is  terrible.  Is  it  true?" 

Isabelle  heard  the  rush  of  silk  at  the  doonvay  of  Grandma's  room  and  dieii  the 
sound  of  her  mother's  voice,  "Is  wJiat  true?  Mom,  wTat  are  you  two  doing?" 

Isabelle  whipped  her  head  around  and  reached  for  her  niodier,  "It's  Daddy,  he's 
going  to  be  in  an  awful  car  accident  in  the  snow.  I think  he  dies.  I saw  it  Mama,  all  of  it." 


94 


Mania  closed  her  eyes  and  sighed.  She  walked  into  the  room,  slipped  off  her  pumps 
and  dropped  to  Isabelle's  side.  Her  hair,  the  color  of  reddened  sunlight,  trembled  in  the 
flicker  of  the  candle.  "Sweetie,"  she  said,  resting  an  elbow  on  the  table  and  propping  her 
chin  on  her  fist.  "You  can't  believe  ever\tliing  you  see." 

"Grandma  says  I have  to  be  confident  about  my  visions." 

"I  suppose  so,  but  everything  you  see  won't  happen.  Sometimes  you  have  to  inter- 
pret, like  maybe  Daddy  is  feeling  cold  inside,  sad,  maybe  that  sad  is  going  to  create  problems 
for  him.  Furthermore,  things  change  Isabelle,  maybe  what  you  see  won't  happen  unless 
other  things  happen  too." 

Grandma  interrupted.  "She'd  know  that,  Maureen,  if  you  and  David  would  let  her 

learn." 

Mama  rotated  her  chin  on  her  fist  to  look  at  Grandma.  "Not  now.  Mom.  Let's  clean 
up  the  cards.  David  is  on  his  way  in  and  if  he  sees  tliis  we're  sure  to  experience  Isabelle's 
wreck."  Mama  was  tiying  to  make  a joke,  but  Isabelle  knew  she  was  scared.  Daddy's  temper 
was  quick  and  nasty.  No  one  liked  to  make  Daddy  angry. 

Isabelle  blew  on  the  candle  as  Mama  grabbed  for  the  cards.  Too  late  though, 

Isabelle  felt  her  fadier's  presence  before  she  saw  him,  the  chilled  air  from  the  outside  cling- 
ing to  his  overcoat,  tlie  smell  of  snow  melting  on  musty,  damp  wool,  drifting  into  the  room 
and  sliding  dowTi  die  back  of  her  neck.  She  knew  what  he  was  going  to  say  without  hearing 
him  speak. 

"For  chrissake,  Eileen,  can't  I leave  you  alone  for  two  hours  with  my  children?" 

Isabelle  shrank  into  the  pink  fuzz  of  her  bathrobe  and  pulled  her  arms  through  the 
sleeves.  Grandma  opened  her  mouth  to  retort,  but  Mama  got  there  faster,  "David,  let's  go 
into  the  kitchen.  You  and  I should  talk  about  this  first." 

Daddy  glared  at  Grandma  and  then  at  Mama.  He  grabbed  Mama's  arm  like  it  was  a 
leash  and  marched  her  through  the  back  hall  into  the  kitchen.  Isabelle  could  hear  her 
father's  voice  racing  dirough  the  first  floor  like  scaidet  streamers.  Mama  began  to  cry,  quiet- 
ly, the  sound  just  barely  audible  above  Daddy's  anger. 

"Oh,  Grandma,  he's  so  angry.  This  is  all  my  fault.  I never  should  have  done  this," 
Isabelle  curled  into  a tiny  ball  on  the  chair  and  began  to  rock.  "I'm  so  sorry.  I'm  so  sorr\^" 

"Isabelle,  he  won't  hit  her  with  me  here." 

"But  he's  going  to  make  you  leave  this  time.  I can  tell." 

"I  don't  see  that  happening.  Wlien  God  closes  a door,  he  opens  a window." 

"Daddy  will  make  you  go.  And  who  will  take  care  of  Mama  dien?" 

"Believe  what  you  saw,  Isabelle.  Your  mother  is  strong.  She'll  be  fine." 

"No  she  w'on't.  Grandma.  Other  diings  have  to  happen  for  Mama  to  be  strong. 

Even  she  says  diafs  how^  it  works." 

Grandma's  reply  was  cut  short  by  Daddy’s  voice  from  the  hallway.  "Isabelle,  my 
study,  now." 

"Go,  Bella,  it’s  fine." 

Isabelle  followed  her  father,  her  feet  w^anting  to  drag,  her  stomach  jerking  and  shak- 
ing, telling  her  to  move  quickly.  Daddy  didn't  turn  to  wait  for  her  at  the  door  of  his  study. 

He  flicked  on  the  lamp,  a path  of  cold,  bluish  light  flashed  through  the  doorway,  and  he 
stormed  into  the  room.  Isabelle  heard  the  casters  of  his  chair  hiss  as  he  sat  down  behind  his 
desk. 
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Out  of  breath,  as  if  she’d  swam  a mile  up  the  hallway,  Isabelle  stood  on  die  square 
of  earpet  before  him.  She  knew  he  wouldn't  hit  her,  he  was  proud  diat  he  never  sti'uck 
his  ehildren.  Proud  that  he  eould  make  them  behave  in  other  ways.  Isabelle  nodded  in 
all  the  right  plaees  while  Daddy  seolded,  she'd  heard  the  lecture  before  - You  won't.  You 
can't,  stupid  heha\ior. 

As  Daddy  spoke,  Isabelle  watched  the  snow  fall  on  the  other  side  of  die  window 
behind  her  father.  The  lights  of  the  house  next  door  dicked  on  and  off  as  die  neighbors 
moved  closer  to  bed.  The  outside  looked  like  a snow  globe,  safe  and  gende.  She  could 
hear  cars  skidding  a hit  as  they  reached  the  stop  sign  at  the  corner  of  her  street,  a light 
s\nsh  and  then  a siiirl  as  the  tires  captured  die  pavement  heneadi  the  snow.  Daddy  was 
winding  down,  the  force  of  his  anger  easing  into  annoyance. 

"You  will  not  do  this  again." 

"No,  Daddy,  I won't." 

"Fine.  F^pstairs.  Bed." 

Isabelle  didn't  move.  She  just  watched  that  snow^  fall. 

"Isabelle,  I told  you  to  do  something." 

"Daddy,  I have  a problem." 

Daddy  sighed,  all  of  his  air  blowing  hard  from  his  chest,  "What?" 

"I  forgot.  I'm  supposed  to  bring  treats  to  school  for  a party  tomorrow^  morning. 

I'll  he  in  big  trouble  if  I forget  them." 

"Your  mother  has  gone  to  bed.  She  can  pick  something  up  in  die  morning." 

"Sir,  I need  them  for  first  thing." 

"You  mean  diat  you  want  me  to  go  out?  Now?" 

"Yes,  sir,  please." 
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